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WORDS OF HOPE AND COMFORT 



TO 



THOSE IN SORROW. 



Lines found after the writer's death written in pencil on 

a slip of paper in her Bible, 



* O Love, by sorrov^s manifold 
Hast thou betrothed me as a bride, 
By ceaseless gifts, by love untold, 
Hast bound me ever to thy side. 
Oh, let the weary ache and smart 
Of life's long tale of pain and loss 
Be gentry stilled within my heart 
At sight of Thee, and of Thy Cross.' 



WORDS 



OF 



HOPE AND COMFORT 



TO 



THOSE IN SORROW. 



* They alone 
Can feel fer mourners who themselves have mourned.' 



FOURTH EDITIONA^ APiM^/rf •! 



LONDON: 

HURST AND BLACKETT, PUBLISHERS, 
13 Great Marlborough Street, W. 

1878. 

\ 

All RighU re$crwd. 

til * "C n ) . 



LONDON : 

Pnnted by John Strangewavs, Castle St. 

Leicester Sq. 



DE D I GATE D 
TO 

ONE 

WHO IN HER OWN DEEP SORROW HAS FOUND HELP AND COMFOHT 

IN THESE LETTERS, AND BY 

WHOSE GRACIOUS COMMAND 

THEY ARE NOW PUBLISHED, 
FOR THE BENEFIT OF OTHER MOURNERS, 

BY 

HER MAJESTY'S 

VERY HUMBLE AND OBEDIENT SUBJECT AND SERVANT, 

THE EDITOI\^ 



INTRODUCTION. 



A FEW years ago some of these letters were printed 
for private distribution amongst those who needed 
the consolation they were calculated to give. 1 hey 
have been largely blessed in comforting stricken 
hearts; and many in great sorrow have acknow- 
ledged with thankfulness that they had come as a 
message from God, to bind up the broken-hearted 
and to lead the sufferer to the Source of all Conso- 
lation. 

The difficulty of obtaining copies from private 
hands has hitherto narrowed the range of the influ- 
ence for good thus exercised, and the Editor has 
been repeatedly urged to publish the book, in order 
that it might have a wider circulation. A gracious 
request to this effect was sent by One whose every 
wish would be esteemed an honoured command ; 
but bound as she was, by a promise to those to 
whom the letters were addressed, the Editor was 
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unable to carry out Her Majesty's most gracious 
desire. From that promise she has at length been 
released, and she rejoices in being permitted to send 
forth the Book, dedicated to Her whose deep sor- 
rows were ever present to the widowed heart of the 
writer, by whom unceasing prayers were offered 
for the Royal Sufferer and for Her bereaved family. 
The writer was one who was herself early taught 
in the school of affliction. The loss of a most 
beloved sister, when she was not twelve years of 
age, led her to turn to the only true comfort ; and 
each succeeding year testified to the growth of her 
spiritual life. Whilst endowed with no ordinary 
powers of mind, and eager for the highest intellec- 
tual cultivation, all her talents were consecrated to 
the service of her Lord and Master. Like Him, it 
was her greatest joy to minister to others. From 
earliest childhood she had been remarkable for un- 
selfishness, as well as for entire devotion to those 
she loved ; and as she grew up, her self-sacrifice 
knew no bounds, and her intense sympathy made 
her always ready to share either in the joys or 
sorrows of her friends. It was said of her that so 
deep was her sympathy that she actually partook 
of the sorrows of her friends and made them her 
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INTRODUCTION. IX 

own. Thus she was enabled to understand exactly 
the kind of comfort that they needed. She also 
possessed so remarkable a judgment that she was 
sometimes asked if she had made the Collect for a 
* right judgment in all things ' her one prayer, as 
her advice always proved just what was wanted ; 
and the perfect tact with which she gave it, added 
greatly to its value. 

Many heavy trials were appointed to her : the 
loss of those nearest and dearest to her loving 
heart ; the loss of property, by which she was de- 
barred from indulging in her greatest delight, that 
of assisting the needy and furthering her Master s 
cause ; and the disappointment of many fond hopes. 
These were the means by which she was led to 
closer union with her Lord. Great as were her 
sorrows, she found Him an ever-present help in 
trouble, and she drank deeper and deeper at the 
Fountain of His love. The fellowship of His 
sufferings was granted to her, and she bore witness 
to the High Companionship vouchsafed to her ; 
by conformity to His image and child-like submis- 
sion to His will, which made her say and feel under 
all the circumstances of her life — * Not my will, but 
Thine, O God, be done.' 
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After thus glorifying her God and Saviour by 
her life and conversation, she was called to glorify 
Him in acute and protracted suffering, by patience, 
which never failed, and by faith and hope, which 
grew brighter and brighter to the end. 

Those who knew her sweet life, and were 
blessed by her holy example, will feel how meagre 
is this faint sketch of one whom to know was as 
surely to love. Many there are who now bless 
God for her friendship, and who attribute to her 
teaching the impulse given them to run their 
Christian course with zeal and perseverance ; whilst 
others, who were in deep tribulation, speak of the 
help and comfort she was able to bring them, both 
from her own abounding sympathy and from her 
power of leading them to the God of all consola- 
tion. 

These friends have been very anxious that a full 
Memoir of her eventful and most useful life should 
be published, as an encouragement to others to 
follow her bright example, and as a record of the 
means by which she was enabled to accomplish so 
much and to exert so large an influence for good. 
But though there are ample materials for such a 
Memoir, the Editor cannot forget that she would 
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be unfaithful to her sister s well-known wishes if 
she was thus to lay bare domestic privacy, or to 
unveil the hidden life of one whose conversation was 
truly in heaven. 

The following Memorial lines, written after her 
death by one who knew her well, give a faithful 
picture of her and of the home life so dear to many 
hearts. 

Clifton, L. Y. P. 

March 12///, 1874. 



[J. E. H., ob. Feb. 20th, 1864.] 



The music of that life is not yet hushed, 
Its fragrance is not scattered. It is well, 
While Memory lingers yet, to track the path 
Which, brightening ever to the perfect day, 
Onward and upward led, till all the light 
Of Heaven was mirrored in that wondrous calm. 
And all who looked beheld an Angel there. 

The early years I knew not. I can dream 
Of childhood's beauty, a^nd of youth's full flush. 
And blue eyes looking forth from golden hair. 
And all the lovely sanctities of home ; 
A mother's yearning love that shadowed forth 
A love diviner still, a father's care. 
Seven sisters, older, younger, like, unlike, 
As sisters wont to be, a goodly band. 
One in their aims, and one in heart and life : 
And as those virgins wise, who trimmed their lamps, 
Went forth to meet the Bridegroom, and rejoiced. 
So they, with lights clear burning, evermore 
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Sought the pure oil that feeds the heavenly flame, 
That when the midnight cry is heard * He comes^* 
Their Lord might find them ready at the gate. 
The brother, bright and open, brave and true, 
Life's wondrous questions dawning on his soul, 
Of stainless honour and of purpose high. 
Unconscious yet of all the prophet's work 
To which his Master called him, of the scars, 
The sorrows, and the struggles, and the pain, 
Which evermore attend a prophet's life. 
And for the pleasant days of early years. 
Bring clouds and darkness, till the work be done, 
And all the mists, before the eternal dawn, 
Have melted into brightness : thus I see 
The young life passing on from truth to truth. 
Feeding on words of prophet, saint, and sage, 
Living all truths, and loving all things well. 
To find its perfect rest, O God, in Thee. 

The summers hastened onward, and there came 
Life's battle bravely fought, and nobly won, — 
True help well rendered to a sister's work. 
Not hers the dull routine, the weary task 
Of telling o'er again a thrice-told tale ; 
It had the blessing of the golden law, 
* Freely ye have received, as freely give.' 
And many clustered round her in their love. 
With the full warmth of girlhood's opening life, 
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Drawn to that angel-face by countless ties 

Of truth attained, good done, and hearts at rest. 

They loved her, worshipped her, as man counts time 

Older by some few Summers, but as God, 

By half a life, so early ripe the fruit 

Of that calm wisdom, ever-widening love, 

And peace that pajseth knowledge. Who may know 

How yet the silver sounds of that loved voice, 

Like sweetest music, float across the waves 

Of life's dark waters to the weary soul, 

Half shipwrecked, tempest-tost, the stars all hid. 

And bid it hope, 'Fear not, thou trembling heart. 

The night is dark, but Christ thy Lord is near. 

And He will guide thee to the shore at last.' 

Then came the golden noon-tide of her life, 
Happy and making happy. One whose heart 
Was worthy of that fullest, deepest love 
With which she loved him, — truest son of light. 
Foremost in love of truth and fearless speech. 
Full stored with all the wisdom of the wise, 
With all the poet's righteous scorn of scorn. 
The noble hate of hate, and love of love. 
True labourer in the vineyard of his Lord — 
Had sought her for his own, and they were One. 

And round them gathered such a band of friends 
As the world knows but few, the noblest names 
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In the great host of truth's advancing ranks : 

The full-orbed sage who spake of all things well ; 

The friend of early years, of equal aims, 

With passionless calm insight, tracing out 

The tale of Hellas old, and mastering all 

The Teuton guessed of great Rome's cradled youth ; 

The seer who through the Tuscan artist's tube 

Called all the stars by name ; the wayward moods 

Of him who bade the dead to speak once more 

In fancy's drama ; and the genial heart 

That, from the flinty rocks he loved, drew forth 

The milk of kindness ; one well skilled to trace 

The deep thoughts lying hid in homely words, 

The secret treasures of the Word divine ; 

And one, the pale ascetic, swift to speak 

The thoughts that burn, who since in alien creed. 

Those hot thoughts driving on. has sought for peace ; 

The man of lordly brow, and lordlier soul, 

The myriad-minded marvel of our age, 

Friend of all arts, and counsellor of kings. 

Threading all mazes of the tongues of earth. 

Gathering all treasures of the songs of Heaven, 

With bold yet loving hand adventuring still 

To bridge the yawning chasms of our time. 

Now failing, now succeeding ; last of all 

(For time would fail to tell the goodly list. 

The workers and the thinkers of the land). 

The bold young Luther of our later days. 
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With power to clothe high thoughts in glorious words. 

To bid the buried past come back to life. 

To bring earth's holiest scenes in vision bright 

Before our wistful eyes, in outline clear 

As though the sun did paint them — power to stir 

The pulse of noble purpose in the hearts 

Of princes, and with whispered hopes to soothe 

The widowed silence of a queenly grief. 

All these came there, and all a welcome found. 
And all went back, the better for the light. 
The warmth, the love, the truth of that bright home, 
Owning, amid the priceless treasures there 
Of wisdom and of art, one radiant smile. 
One loving word of hers as worth them all. 
And the poor blessed her footsteps, loved her voice, 
The voice that spake to them of Christ-like love, 
Of sympathy that met their every need, 
The rough paths making smooth, and dark days bright, 
Forgetting self, remembering all beside. 

The years passed on, and then the shadows fell. 
Sad omens of the darkness yet to come. 
Not hers the sunny life that brightens on 
To sunny age, with crown of silvered hair. 
And children's children prattling on the knee, 
But nine long years of widowhood, the grief 
Of earth-born troubles, all the vexing cares 
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Which man's dishonour to the blameless brings, 
The keen cold blasts that sweep the upward track, 
Life's flinty pathway trod with bleeding feet. 
Nobly she bore it all ; the troubling thoughts, 
Like winds that wave the boughs of some tall palm, 
Yet leave the trunk unshaken, moved not her ; 
Still loving and beloved, she lived her life. 
Forgiving. all the wrong, the golden soul 
Still growing brighter in the furnace fire. 
Friends coming still for sympathy and help. 
Weak youth still clinging to the guiding hand. 
Wide thoughts still stirring in the wider heart. 
Oh, perfect pattern of the widowed soul 
That veils its deepest woe with placid smiles. 
That lives two lives, one hidden with the past, 
Its loved one, and its God, one duly bent 
To all the daily taskwork of its lot. 
Still finding peace in making others glad; 
Both shrinking from the rude world's gaze and glare, 
Both resting in the shadow of the Cross, 
That Cross borne meekly, filling both with joy. 

And now the life is ended. Nevermore 
Shall that soft music break upon our ear. 
That loving welcome cheer us on our way. 
The friend of many years, the sister-twin 
That misses half her life, the chosen few 
Who dwelt within the circle of her home, 
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Feel that her place is empty ; all their life 

Is henceforth shadowed with the sad sweet thoughts 

Of hours that have been, vanished evermore ,' 

Of words, acts, looks of love that vanish not. 

So much the more let those thoughts nerve us on 

To fight life's battle bravely, as she fought. 

Believing, loving, with the faith and love 

Which made her conqueror. Let that presence come, 

In all its stainless purity and peace, 

Amid the stirrings of our hot debates, 

Calming our roughness, soothing all our cares. 

Through the dull order of our common life 

Shedding its streams of light, to guide us on. 

And raise our baseness to the noble height 

Of her attainment. Still she looks on us, 

Still on this day she blesses (as of old 

With fond embrace, bright smiles, and loving words 

She blessed^ her sister child, and bids her live. 

Joyous and happy, loving and beloved; 

Still welcomes, as of old, all wandering souls 

Who find their refuge in the light of God ; 

Is one with all the loved ones upon earth 

In that divinest fellowship of saints : 

Is one with all the loved ones gone before, 

Where the bright river flows by pearly gates. 

At rest within the Paradise of God. 

April cjtk, 1864. E. H. P. 
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The Editor of this volume^ after having had the happiness 
of knowing that it had done its work of carrying to many 
sorrowing and struggling souls the message which it was 
meant to bear, has herself been called to her rest, during 
the present year. It is thought that those who have learnt 
to thank God for the teaching of the twin-sisters, and of 
the brother with whom they were united in the fellowship 
of faith and hope, may not be unwilling that the two fol- 
lowing In Memoriam poems should be added to the one 
which stands at the opening of this volume. 

Bickley Vicarage^ Dec, Sth, 1877. E. H. P. 



A BURIAL AT HIGHG ATE.— April 5TH, 1872. 

[In Memoriam F. D. M., Brother of J. E. H., ob. April ist, 1872.] 

I. 

Clear vision, bom of high desire 
That seeks Truth only evermore. 
As one who, from the eternal shore, 

Beholds the sea of glass and fire ; 

Or climbs the granite peaks alone, 

And gazes from the cloud-capt height. 
Till through the darkness flash in sight 

The glories of the Sapphire throne ; 

Or wings his flight where dwell the blest, 
Beyond the fiery walls of space, 
And gazes on the unveilM Face ; — 

In this the Seer stands forth confest 

n. 

More wondrous yet, winged words that bum 
The hidden fire of God proclaim, 
And cleanse the abysmal depths of shame, 

Or bid the wandering sheep return. 
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The voice rings forth in trumpet-tone 
Across the battle-field of life, 
And hearts that quailed renew the strife. 

And feel, though lonely, not alone. 

The Prophet speaks of truths that save 
Men, churches, nations, from decay ; 
And fainting hearts the call obey, 

And dead fcMins rise from out the grave. 

in. 

Was there no nobler gift in store ? 

Is there no loftier type of good ? 

Behold, with Love's great might endued. 
The Priest draws nigh the Temple door. 

Urim and Thummim, — ^Truth and Light — 
Within the stainless vest he bears. 
And mounts upon the altar-stairs. 

And, through the veil, is hid from sight ; 

Then back returns with looks that tell 

Of love's great lesson learnt at last, — 
The Pardon sealed for all the past, 

The conquest over Death and HelL 

IV. 

And Thou art gone : thy Easter feast 

Is kept in other clime than ours, 

And we drag on the weary hours, 
And mourn our Prophet, Seer, and Priest. 

No more that voice is heard to bless, 
The eagle eye is dark and cold. 
We miss the loving glance that told 

Of Christ-like, God-like tenderness. 

Not so ; far off, and dimly seen, 

We track the Spirit's upward way. 
And work or wait, till dawns the day. 

And thank our God for what has been. 

E. H. P. 
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ANOTHER BURIAL AT HIGHG ATE.— -July 23RD, 1877. 

[In Memoriam L. Y. P. Twin-Sister of J. E. H., ob. July 17th, 1877.] 

True twin in heart of that pure soul, 
True sharer in that saintly life, 
Thy suffering now is past, and strife 

Finds issue at the victor^s goal. 

Thine now the joy, the love, the hope 

Of those who see with vision clear 

The Purpose working far and near 
The thousand paths that upward slope 

I'hrough mists and darkness, weal and woe. 
To where nought endeth incomplete. 
Where all the loved and lost ones meet. 

And Love is more than we can know. 

And there the sister-spirits rest. 

And tell of sorrows that have taught 
That lesson, all so dearly bought, 

In blessing others, to be blest, — 

With words of hope, and peerless skill 

To raise weak souls from their despair. 
And lead then! to serener air 

Where all the storms of earth are still. 

And he is there who taught our youth, 
Husband and brother, child of light. 
Whose faith victorious ends in sight, 

Knowing, not guessing, now the Truth. 

And he, the prophet, priest, and sage. 

Whose voice still rings in listening ears 
Who bade us triumph over fears. 

Nor heed, though tempests round us rage, — 

He, too, is there ; and can we dream 
Their joy is other now than when 
They dwelt among the sons of men, 

As walking in the Eternal gleam ? 
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Are there no souls behind the veil 

That need the help of guiding hand ; 
Weak hearts that cannot understand 

Why earth's poor dreams of Heaven must fail ? 

Are there no prison-doors to ope, 
No lambs to gather in the fold, 
No treasure-house of new and old, 

To fill each longing, crown each hope ? 

We know not : but if life be there 

The outcome and the crown of this, 
What else can make their perfect bliss 

Than in the Master's work to share ? 

Resting, but not in slumbrous ease. 

Working, but not in wild unrest, 

Still ever blessing, ever blest. 
They see us, as the Father sees. E. H V. 



WORDS OF HOPE AND COMFORT. 



WRITTEN, WHEN VERY YOUNG, TO A FRIEND WHO HAD 

LOST A BELOVED DAUGHTER. 

My DEAREST Mrs. , 



Perhaps I should do better if, like Job's friends, I 
kept silence for at least seven days ; but, when I 
think of your employment to-day and the desolation 
of to-morrow, I cannot bear not to tell you a little of 
how earnestly you are remembered by us, where 
strength is to be had for your great need, and how 
sure I feel that God will fulfil His own blessed 
word that *none of them that trust in Him shall be 
desolate.' The text in my text-book for to-day 
makes me ashamed of trembling for you : * The 
eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath thee are 
the everlasting arms.' And shall I mourn for you 

because (as Mr. B once said to dearest E ) 

you feel those arms pressing you closer to Himself? 
And though it is almost impossible sometimes in 
great grief to realise how you are supported, yet it 
is a comfort to lay yourself down upon those ever- 

B 
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lasting arms, feeling sure that you cannot sink there. 
It is such a comfort to remember that though we 
are overwhelmed, and hardly know what we are 
doing or feeling, yet that our God is not over- 
whelmed ; that He knows the way we are taking ; 
that He is watching over us with only more care 
and tenderness, and that He will conduct us safely 
through the dark path, and when we have been tried 
will bring us forth into light and joy. The Lord 
Jesus came to bind up the broken-hearted ; and 
though He causes grief, yet He has an *oil of joy' 
in His« other hand, which He will pour into your 
wounds. He has clothed you with sackcloth, but 
He has also a 'garment of praise' ready for you, in 
which He will delight to see you clothed. Yes, 
beloved friend, He has taken your darling from 
you, but He has not left you without comfort. Is 
it not a high honour and joy which has been given 
you of nourishing up that precious one, of prepar- 
ing her for her own home ? She was a King's 
daughter, given you for a time to prepare her 
for court, to train her for dwelling constantly in 
her Father's presence ; and can we wonder that, 
having made her all-glorious within. He should 
now wish to have her home ? And He tells 
you, to whose care He intrusted her, that He 
has seen all the love you have shown her ; He has 
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seen how faithful you have been in fulfilling your 
trust ; how tenderly you have watched over her, 
desiring above all things to remember His will for 
her, and that, inasmuch as it was done to His child, 
it was done unto Him ; that soon your love shall be 
rewarded ; that you shall not be long separated from 
your darling, but with her, and all those other 
precious ones given you, you shall be for ever with 
Him ; and meanwhile He will Himself comfort you 
and make up to you the love you have lost in your 
child. Oh, then, are you not honoured ? are you 
not blessed ? yea, most blessed, even in your 
heaviest trial, * Blessed are they that mourn, for 
they shall be comforted ?' 

When I was thinking of you the other night, I was 
much comforted and delighted by that passage where 
God tells us that He bears us on eagles wings, 
because we know that this is the way that the eagle 
teaches her young to fly. She places them on her 
own wings, and then her mate flies into the air above 
them, calling to them to make them try and follow 
him. It seems to me that this is. just the way our God 
does for us. He would not have us grovelling here 
on earth ; He knows we are too ready to say with 
Job, * I shall die in my nest,' and to settle ourselves 
comfortably there, as if there was no better home ; 
and He would fain teach us to fly upwards, so He 
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' bears us up as on eagle's wings ;' and that we may 
be induced upwards, He places above us some we 
have most loved on earth, to call us to follow them ; 
to come up to them ; to spread our wings and use 
them ; and not remain here as if there was nothing 
beyond. And is not this what the removal of our 
dear friends is for ? And must we not be glad that 
God desires so much to have our hearts that He will 
not let them rest below ? He will have our conver- 
sation in heaven, and therefore invites those there 
with whom we love most to converse, that we may 
have no excuse for not being there. So that every- 
thing God does is so surely love, and with such 
purposes to our loving souls, that even the sharpest 
trials are but the manifestations of it, and will prove 
to be for our endless comfort. 

It was just this time seven years, my dearest Mrs. 

, that we became acquainted with each other. 

During that time we have now each been called to part 
from one of our treasures i but I am sure that among 
all the blessings we have received, we shall each 
have come to look at these trials as the greatest, for 
the Lord makes Himself so precious at these times, 
that it is worth learning it in any way. And yet I 
know whilst I say this, at how dear a cost the lesson 
is learnt, and how nature does feel most intensely ; 
but He who wore the crown of thorns for you, will 
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not let you be too much pierced by the thorns in 
your path, but will rather let the myrtle-tree grow 
up instead of them ; or, if He sees fit that His own 
lily should grow up amongst thorns. He will not let 
them wound her more than is just needful for her, 
and will heal all her wounds with His love. My 
beloved friend, I could not bear to let this day pass 
without sending you a letter, as my heart is entirely 
with you, weeping with, you in your sorrow,, and 
would do anything for your comfort. I thought 
I loved you dearly before, but I seem to love you 
all ten times as much as ever. I have not written 
at all what I wanted, for it has been amidst talking 
and distraction. I have much more to say, but 
have no more room. The Lord bless and comfort 
you all, and cheer your hearts with His love! The 
Lord Jesus carried His cross that we might be able 
in His might to carry ours ; and He will give 
strength to His people, and bless them with peace. 
My fondest love to all, and believe me, my dearest 
Mrs. , with most loving and tender sympathy, 

Your ever affectionate. 
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TO THE SAME FRIEND, ON THE DAY OF HER DAUGHTER'S 

FUNERAL. 



My BELOVED Friends, 
God is our refuge and strength, a very present 
help in time of trouble, and in the shadow of His 
wings may you all make your refuge until these cala- 
mities be overpast ! I feared to begin, in my own 
words, to write to you, for though I am indeed weep- 
ing with you, and most tenderly feeling for you, yet I 
feel how little I can say to tell you so, and how cold 
all such expressions are ; and I can only weep on, 
crying unto God, who will perform all things for you ; 
who will be near you, and will comfort you. He 
does draw very near in the day of trouble — yea, 
He prevents us therein ; prevents us with com- 
forts and supports. When I was reading W 's 

and Lady J *s letter, I felt oppressed with sorrow 

for you, my dear — dearer than ever — friends, but 
my eyes rested on the motto of the little cross round 
my neck, and as I saw, ' Follow Mel I felt that I 
dare not repine, because those dear to me were in 
sorrow, and that sorrow such as I could not take 
from them, and bear for them ; and I felt comfort in 
the certainty that you were led even into the wilder- 
ness of sorrow by One who would speak com- 
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fortably to you ; that the dear Shepherd had put 
forth His own sheep in indeed a rough path, and 
in a cloudy and dark d^y, but that He had not 
left them alone, but was walking before them, and 
would lead them gently and tenderly, knowing their 
frame, and remembering that they are but dust, 
and not let one unnecessary stone lie in their 
path, but throughout the whole way let the print 
of His own footsteps be seen. Beloved friends, 
it is the right way to a city of habitation ; our 
darling Anna has reached that city, and oh, we 
would not have her back, though you hardly 
know how to 'live without her ; but she is just 
another proof how faithful our God is, and will 
be our guide unto death. And now her sweet 
voice calls us to follow where she is gone. She 
is near you all still, and will doubtless be permitted 
to be the minister of much comfort to you. I do 
not suppose that you have realised the departure 
of this beloved one; I have felt intensely for you 
this morning ; I know so well what it is to seek 
for the constant reports of health, — even after 
the object of anxiety has been removed from all 
suffering, — to live as it were in suspense when all 
suspense is past, — to feel only the oppression of 
sorrow, almost without the realisation of why you 
are sorrowing, — that I can know what your feelings 
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must be. But I know also that your God will 
' undertake for * you whilst you are ' oppressed/ 
and will prepare you unlooked-for comforts against 
the time when you will begin to realise more that 
your precious one is gone : and oh, then it is a 
blessing to feel that God in His love would not 
have her absent from Him longer, and that she 
is rejoicing with exceeding joy, and that her Lord 
is oar Lord, who says for our comfort, * Let not 
your heart be troubled;' *Thy ch7d liveth;' * In 
my Fathers house are many mansions, I go to 
prepare a place for you/ He will comfort you, dear, 
dear friends. I must leave you with Him, for all 
I say turns back so coldly to me. What would I 
not give to comfort you, or do aught for you ? 
Forgive this wretched letter, I hardly know what 
I am saying. The thought of your sorrow seems 
more than I can bear. 

The God of comfort and peace be with you all ! 

Ever with tenderest love and sympathy, 

Yours most affectionately. 
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TO A FRIEND WHO HAD PASSED THROUGH MUCH 

SUFFERING. 

Jan, 1844. 

My DEAR Friend, 
It is such a real help to me to see, as I see 
in you, the blessed effect of suffering, for though I 
know well that hitherto God has blessed me with 
strength for endurance — and, for the most part, 
thankful endurance — of the inward trials and sor- 
rows which affect me personally, and a certain sort 
of fearlessness in looking forward to trial, so that it 
may but tend to His glory in my purification and 
deliverance from sin ; yet I always feel that it is 
a much harder struggle patiently to be resigned 
to the afflictions of those I love, and that there I 
need to be ever saying, * Lord, increase my faith/ 
Often and often have I prayed for an exchange of 
suffering, or rather that the sufferings of those dear 
to me might be spared them and given me ; but 
the answer has not been given in the way I asked 
it, and I have had to learn that the restless impa- 
tience at seeing sorrow beyond my power to relieve 
was just as much resisting the will of God as it 
would have been had I wished for personal relief. 
It has been given me to see so much of sorrow, 
in such a variety of forms, and to be called to sym- 
pathize with it, and in that way to try and relieve 
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it, that It has indeed taught me at least the power- 
lessness of human comfort and the littleness of my 
own attempts to afford it ; and if it had not been 
for the firm faith in God's love, which is my con- 
stant support, I have often felt as if everything 
would have gone from me, merely from the crush- 
ing effect of witnessing so much that I could not 
reach, and for which my only refuge was prayer 
to Him who alone can order the unruly wills and 
affections of sinful men, and who has often stilled 
the storm which seemed overwhelming. It is there- 
fore always a help and comfort to me when I am 
permitted to trace the gracious effects of sorrow in 
others, as it helps me more heartily to thank God 
that He does not spare (not me only) but those 
whom He would bring up in His steadfast faith 
and fear, but that He chastens them that they 
may be partakers of His holiness, and that is indeed 
worth any sorrow. 

I pray that for us both a larger measure of His 
subduing, loving grace may be given us, that He 
may not have pruned us in vain, but that His own 
end may be answered, ' that we may bear much 
fruit/ 
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TO THE SAME. 

Jan. 1844. 

So it IS always that God tempers His blessed 
discipline with increased comforts, either inward or 
outward, or both, according to the need of those 
whom He so graciously seeks to lead into more 
living realisation of His eternal truth, which can 
no way be so effectually wrought in us, as in the 
way given to our dear Lord to walk in, ' the learn- 
ing obedience in the things which He suffered.* 
It would indeed be a shame, if after all the dis- 
cipline given me, by inward and outward trial, by 
sharp struggles and hard conflict, in myself, as 
well as with, and for, many others, I did not feel 
the blessings of God's fatherly chastisements to be 
a heavy responsibility, the fruits of which I am 
bound in gratitude to show in my life ; and though 
I feel these fruits to be so poor that nothing but 
the unwearied patience of the Vinedresser could 
have endured them year after year, yet at least 
I can and do cry, that no means may be spared 
which could make them better, even though the 
* digging about it * must bring the upturning of 
those things which lie so closely about one's being 
that they seem almost a part of it. When I think 
of all the means so freely given us, as helps to such 
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desires, fresh humiliation awaits me, and I some- 
times feel a horror at the thought of how my own 
words and letters will rise against me at the Great 
Day, when those with far fewer opportunities than 
I have, will be found so far in advance, — when 
those who seemed to be last will be first, and the 
first last. It is not God that I fear, or His most 
righteous judgment ; but it is the certainty that 
if now, in spite of self-love beclouding my clear 
insight, and the little understanding of motives 
which we can have here, I yet see such a prospect 
— what will the reality be when there will be no 
veiling of a single hidden motive, but every thing 
will be seen in the light of the full sunshine of His 
perfect holiness ? 

How often have some of your words returned 
to me, on the last evening I spent with you, when 
we read the Epistle of St. John — I mean those 
about its being a testy &c. How often the thought 
of that Epistle comes before me, checking every 
thought of progress having been made — comes as 
the highest of standards, showing in fearful contrast 
one's own littleness, and the awful distance which 
lies between it and one's self Oh, were it not, that 
one could believe in, and hold fast by, the blessed 
truth taught us at this glorious season (the Epi- 
phany) ' of the manifestation of Christ, and the pur- 
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poses of it, were it not, as we shall learn next week, 
that He governs all things in heaven and earth, 
therefore can subdue even our hearts, and our ene- 
mies, be they ever so strong, and that therefore in 
Him we may have peace, life would be a punish- 
ment too heavy to bear, and death an enemy too 
terrible to face. 

I feel compelled to these sorrowful confessions 
that you .may the more readily help me by your 
prayers and your words to press forward. This 
travelling upwards is in spiritual matters much like 
the climbing up some steep mountain — one peak 
after another shows itself at the summit, and we 
fondly think that, could that be gained, all will be 
over ; but when that is reached, the eye is enlarged, 
and new heights rise beyond, inviting lis with the 
promise of a yet fairer prospect; and we toil on, 
thinking that surely those will bring us to the 
point, and yet the reaching these is only fresh dis- 
appointment. Only then, in our toil, there is this 
blessed difference, that each height attained not 
only opens new glories to our view more worth 
the seeing than any yet gained, but also adds new 
strength to toil on, — the air is purer, and seems 
more directly wafted from heaven ; and though the 
summit is indeed at a weary distance, yet each 
onward step is gaining towards it, — each help and 
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Strength is an earnest of yet greater — and so we 
may go on from strength to strength until we are 
through His mercy admitted to see the King 
in His glory, and behold the land that is very 
far off. 

Therefore, dearest, let us seek the more vigor- 
ously to quicken our pace, and feel how much is 
yet before us, — how little has yet been gained 
in comparison of it, so that we may be helpers of 
each other's joy and strength, remembering always 
whose voice is ever whispering, * Follow me,' and 
whose strength is ever ready, let the obstructions 
on the road be ever so many or apparently insur- 
mountable. 



TO THE SAME. 

When I look at the high standard which by 
God's help I would ever set before me, and see how 
miserably short I fall of it, how the weight of the 
atmosphere bears down the wings of the soul, and 
makes it grovel, when it longs (oh, how much !) to 
rise above — and most chiefly when I look at Him, 
our blessed Lord — the most lowly, meek, and 
humble of men, and long by any means to be made 
like Him — can you wonder, when these things are 
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ever in my mind, forcing me to see myself in the 
true light, that I could not appropriate your kind 
words and expressions towards me ? Oh, my dear 
friend, whilst I feel most grateful to God, for giving 
me proofs of His love, through so pleasant and dear 
a channel as you are, of His grace, can you wonder 
that this very gratitude should be the more hum- 
bling, and that your words seemed out of place when 
said to me, ' who am less than the least of all saints ?' 
The oppressive burden of one's own shortcomings — 
the yearning and longing, beyond all power of ex- 
pression, to be what God would have me — the 
willingness to give up everything — to flinch at no 
cost, so that I may learn to do His will, — all these 
things seem to be so many witnesses within to the 
distance one is from the height at which one aims ; 
and yet, too, I would humbly hope they may be 
gracious tokens, that He who has given such desires 
will, by His holy discipline, prepare me for their 
fulfilment, — and then it matters not what sorrow and 
suffering may be sent, as the means to effect it. 
With my whole heart, I thank Him that some such 
discipline has not been spared me, but that He has 
chastened and corrected me, and with just that sort 
most adapted to my needs — such as would subdue 
my whole life, and make me at every step remember 
that I was to be His entirely. And may He im- 
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print that blessed lesson more and more deeply — be 
the graving tools ever so sharp, so that He gives 
strength to bear it, and to bless Him for it. 



TO THE SAME. 

July 1844. 

My dear Friend, 
I cannot be silent after receiving your most 
kind letter and its pretty enclosure. You no 
doubt meant it to be emblematical ; and I trust it 
will not fail to remind me that eternity (of which it 
is the sign) is not a future state of being merely, but 
an everlasting now ; and that if we do not seek to 
enter into the present reality, we shall never be 
prepared for the further revelations of glory which 
will be made to us, when we pass the boundary line 
which separates us from the unseen life. The full 
realization of this truth — full, at least, I mean in such 
measure as we are capable of, would, I believe, be 
the true remedy for the shortcomings of heart and 
purpose to which you refer, and which are so sad to 
receive, when one looks within, and sees everywhere 
the * broken hope and frustrated intent,' in the place 
of the high resolves and purpose with which we 
started from any particular point of life. But we 
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must not rest satisfied with merely seeing these sad 
pictures of past life. There is perhaps no more 
subtle temptation, or greater unseen danger, to 
which those are exposed whose eyes have been in 
any degree opened to the evil within, than that 
which leads them to rest in the consciousness of 
defeat ; as if they had gained a sort of summit com- 
manding a view, and nothing further was to be 
done, but to stay looking at it, and lamenting its 
gloominess. Rather the sight should make us press 
the more earnestly forward, and whilst the steep, 
upward walk may well be oftentimes watered with 
our tears, at the thought of the sad view we gained 
below, yet still to press thankfully and earnestly 
forward, assured that, if we do but gain the summit, 
a more glorious sight will open before us ; one in 
which we shall lose all sight of our own poor selves, 
and what we have been or done, in the glorious 
revelation of Him who is All and in all. For our 
present comfort we have promised to us, not merely 
the gift of the Holy Ghost, but His daily renewing ; 
and therefore it is our own fault if we let ourselves 
grow dead, and stale, and infirm of purpose, when 
such grace is offered to us, and we have only to 
pray that * whatsoever hath been decayed by the 
fraud and malice of the devil, or by our own carna] 

c 
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will and frailness, may be renewed;' so that all 
things belonging to the flesh may die in us, and all 
things belonging to the Spirit may live and grow in 
us. 

Therefore, dear friend, let us be * strong in the 
grace which is in Christ Jesus,* and make use of the 
helps and gracious promises given to us, not ex- 
pecting, or wishing, to find any spiritual good in 
ourselves, but rejoicing that we are united to Him, 
Who is all goodness and truth and love ; in Whom, 
.and not in ourselves, we may be holy also. 

The passage you refer to (2 Cor. x. 3-5) is a 
most favourite one of mine, and I can conceive of 
no greater freedom, no higher blessedness, than the 
habitual restraint of that captivity, * the obedience of 
Christ! Oh, what a standard for us, by which to 
regulate our thoughts and wills ! And since He 
learnt this obedience through suffering, there is no 
other way opened for us in which we may learn it. 
' He was crucified, dead, and buried;' and we, too, 
must carry in our hearts the image of Christ cru- 
cified, and be so buried with Him, that we may pass 
through the grave and gate of death, to our joyful 
resurrection.' 
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TO THE SAME. 

Oct 1856. 

I should have written before, but that I have 
had a very fatiguing week in settling in their places 
such of my various goods as have been unpacked. 
You went, I think, when you were in Italy, to visit 
Pompeii and Herculaneum, so you will know some- 
thing of what it is to be undoing and bringing to 
light records of a life passed away, which have been 
packed away out of my sight for a long period, and 
which now come out, token by token, of what has 
been. It is only a small portion as yet that has 
been subjected, or rather that has subjected me to 
this process. The larger portion remains to be 
done in the spring. And now another step is 
over ; each one of us is stepping * Westward,' 
and the day of light is coming. My next step is 
to my earthly home — 2l very narrow one — but, oh, 
how large ! 

You and your dear sister will, I know, think 
of me on Saturday evening'; and when the next 
morning the two dear sisters are on their way to 
the early communion, they will, I am sure, re- 
member that just at the same time there will be 
kneeling (far from them in body, but near in love) 
at another and a very different Lords Table^ one 
who desires to enter more and more into the fellovr- 
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ship of Christ's body, and to realize that even the 
grave at which she kneels, and by which she is 
gutwardly separated from all that is most precious 
to Tier, is no barrier, but rather an entrance into the 
unseen world, where a portion of her life has already 
passed. 



TO A FRIEND WHO WAS PLACED IN DIFFICULT AND 
DEPRESSING CIRCUMSTANCES. 

My DEAR C , 



I feel there is little occasion for me to do more 
than wish you God-speed through the course of 
another year, and an ever-increasing power of en- 
tering livingly into those gracious helps given to 
us along the road. You have now proved their 
value, and found them to be indeed given of God as 
the armour in which we may most successfully wage 
the war against those enemies which are ever 

around us. But, dear C , let me entreat you not 

to let the sight of former sins, so long unrepented 
of,, and only now brought to light, hang so heavily 
upon you, as it has often seemed to do, shutting 
you out from the peace, which, because it is in 
Christ, and not in ourselves, remains ever the same, 
be our state what it may. I am not afraid now of 
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your misunderstanding me, or supposing that I wish 
you to have one feeling less of deep sorrowful re* 
pentance. God forbid! rather would I pray for 
you, as I pray for myself, * Forgive my unrepent- 
ance, and more, and yet more, rend, break, bruise 
my heart/ But I think that the very consciousness 
of sin is a cause for great thankfulness, which ought 
not to be overlooked, a sign that the loving Spirit 
is leading us forth into the way of righteousness, 
and that this sign ought to be a help and encourage- 
ment to us not to despair, but to press forward— ^ 
willing to see more evil in ourselves, that the grace 
of God may be the more magnified. David prayed, 
' Cause me to hear joy and gladness, that the bones 
which Thou hast broken may rejoice.' He did not 
ask to have them mended, because he knew that 
a broken and contrite heart was all the sacrifice God 
desired ; but he asked that, being broken^ they might 
yet rejoice in Him who brake them, in the as- 
surance of His pardoning love ; of the very breaking 
being the truest sign of His love. Of only One 
could it ever be *that not a bone of Him should 
be broken,' and in that One is our peace, our rest, 
when all within us is broken* In Him we are com* 
plete. Broken, shattered, incomplete, we must ever 
be in ourselves, and nothing can change this ; the 
blessing is to know it, so that we may turn to Hita 
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for healing who came to bind up the broken in 
heart, to give them the oil of joy for mourning, 
the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness. 

Therefore, dear C , be of good courage, and faint 

not ; more are they that are for you than all they 
which be against you. 

The review of the past year has indeed passed 
heavily before us ; high purposes and desires unac- 
complished ; precious blessings so little prized. But 
IS not this the very reason why we should press for- 
ward more earnestly, that so our next year may 
find us nearer heaven, and He who helpeth our 
infirmities will enable us to fulfil more earnestly, and 
will awaken in us new desires to be conformed to 
His likeness ? Only let us commend ourselves to 
His gracious keeping, asking Him to lead us just 
where we can glorify Him most — if not in others, at 
least in our own hearts — by their being made more 
lowly, more pure, more self-forgetful ; caring not 
how low we are brought in outward comforts, 
seeing that He was brought lower than ever we 
can be in the depths of His humiliation for our 
sakes, taking all the crosses of life as merciful 
answers to our prayers to be made like unto Him 
who pleased not Himself, but bore the contradiction 
of sinners against Himself It is indeed a hard and 
weary struggle, but the fighting on, th^ * yet pur- 
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suing/ though faint, is the only proof of gratitude 
and love we can give to Him who has fought so 
great a fight for us, and who calls us His soldiers, 
and bids us fight manfully under His banner — that 
banner over us is love, and its token is the cross. 
Shall we shrink from the ranks over which it i$ 
waving, and say we are too weak and unworthy to 
fight under it ? or shall we not, animated by the 
sight, press on the more bravely the more our foes 
encompass us ; and though the sight of fresh 
enemies rise before us in the dim distance, yet 
those are all in the background; it is only their 
noise we hear ; they cannot really touch us, for that 
holy sign frightens them and keeps them aloof? 
Oh, then, let us assure our hearts before Him, and 
keep Him ever in sight, and then we shall forget 
ourselves and what we are and have been, except 
the one feeling that we are poor sinners, and that 
He is a mighty Saviour, who loves to save to the 
uttermost those who come to Him. 

All Advent blessings be yours, dearest C — ; 

Ever yours affectionately. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Christmas Eve. 

I must add my good wishes for the blessed 

season now at hand ; may you, dearest C , indeed 

find the blessedness of knowing that the Lord 
is at hand — at hand in all your need — at hand to 
strengthen you and comfort you, and give you 
wisdom, and to " guide you through the perplexities 
of the year, so that, casting ever all your care on 
Him, you may be enabled to rejoice evermore. I 
have this morning been running through the principal 
prophecies of the coming of our Lord, and reading 
St Luke, 1. and other passages as a preparation for 
to-morrow ; and already I seemed to have joined 
company with the Shepherds, and to be expecting 
the Heavenly Vision, and to be ready to go with 
them to Bethlehem. But though I say this, and 
feel it all, I am yet hoping for more, for as yet I 
feel so crushed with the immensity of wonder and 
mystery that my heart and mind seem too small to 
take it in ; I don't feel equal to it, and, like St. Paul, 
am blinded by the glory and cannot see by reason of 
the light. I can only weep at my own incapacity, and 
pray earnestly for greater largeness of heart to take 
it in. And oh, if poor and ignorant as I am — so 
incapable of receiving what yet I yearn after — may 
I but be permitted to go to that stable, and, if but to 
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Stand amongst the cattle, yet to look upon that Holy 
Child lying there, that so looking I may become 
like Him. There is perhaps no passage in the 
Bible (except the account of the agony in the 
garden) that has the same power over me as 
St. Luke, ii. 1-20. As I read that, it seems to melt 
even me and give a reality to everything — the 
perfect simplicity and majestic beauty of the account, 
the wonderful fulfilment of prophecy, brought about 
in so unlooked-for a manner, the simple faith of the 
Shepherds — the song of the Angels — all is such a 
living picture of reality that one is subdued before 
it, and can only desire to be there too, by self- 
consecration and denial. 

We shall meet, I trust, to-morrow at Bethlehem. 
Already the star is in the heavens — already the 
Angels are waiting to give their blessed message ; and 
oh, may our hearts be all ready also, and may bright 
beams of that star lighten our whole year; whilst 
beholding the glory of the Lord may we be changed 
into the same image ! Even so come. Lord Jesus ! 



TO THE SAME IN MUCH WEAKNESS. 

The incessant strain and wear you have so long 
had make it absolutely necessary for you to give 
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yourself as much quiet as you can, and above all/deair 
C , do be careful against giving way to the dis- 
couragement you will feel, if when quiet in your 
room you are unable to recall your thoughts, and fix 
them on better things. It will be physically im- 
possible for you to do this, and you must be content 
to lie still, and learn from your incapability of learn- 
ing, rather than from every active effort to do so. 
Just lie down on your bed and make no effort — let 
the y^^/^;^^ of your heart be, 'Lord, help me — think of 
me, for I cannot think of Thee' — but do not care 
because you cannot express this, and be sure that, 
though poor and needy, the Lord thinketh upon you 
and careth for you ; and, having appointed the dis- 
cipline which has brought you to this worn state of 
body and mind, will make full allowance for it, and 
will support you under it, if only you submit to it 
truly and humbly, by not struggling against it, and 
making yourself unhappy because it so disables you. 
Again and again, you have prayed to be made 
nothing — here is the answer — and now you jnust 
not ungratefully resist it, but accept it, and be no- 
thing ; and, depend upon it, such a sense of our own 
utter helplessness and of God's goodness in and 
through, and even by it, as such a state brings, is a 
better lesson than any exaltation of feeling, or strong 
perception of heavenly things.. Christ is in you who^ 
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IS Iz/e, and your deadness cannot lessen or destroy 
His life — therefore be satisfied and let Him live in 
you, and don't try and live yourself. And then 
when your poor, worn body has by some quiet 
regained some of its tone, you will begin to realise 
what you% have really gained and learnt, by being 
content to be, and learn and do nothing. This is 
perhaps the hardest of all lessons, and the most 
difficult to submit to, and therefore the more 
necessary that we should be brought unto such a 
state as that we cannot choose but learn it. 



TO THE SAME. 

*And can ye drink the cup that I in tears must steep, 
Nor from the whelming waters shrink, 
That o'er Me roll, so dark and deep? 
We can I Thine are we, dearest Lord, 
In glory and in agony; 
To do and suffer all Thy will; 
Only be Thou for ever high. 
Then be it so — my cup receive.' 

When I read your letter, dearest C r, these 

words, which the day before were my prayer, 
returned to my mind'; and I thought of how many 
different ingredients that cup was mixe4 and thaf 
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one tasted one kind of bitterness, and another, 
another kind, each according to their need, like the 
manna, which is said to have accommodated itself to 
the taste of each, according to their several and special 
likings. But in the blessed cup of our Saviour s 
mixing, the taste is suited to our needs, and not to 
our likings^ 'for Moses gave not that bread from 
heaven,' but He gives the true bread which cometh 

down from heaven. Dearest C , you are most 

sorely tried, and most true it is, that it is so much 
easier to bear what affects ourselves, than those 
dear to us, for, with regard to ourselves, a little 
thought will show us how much we need it. But 
is not this the very cup our Lord drank so fully ? 
not only on earth, but even since He ascended up, 
and has been suffering in His members — seeing 
them despised, persecuted, reviled objects of the 
world's hatred and jealousy, and that for His sake; 
because they love Him, and bear witness that they 
have been with Him, and since, in answer to your 
own prayer. He has said the gracious, loving words, 
' Then be it so, my cup receive,* you need not 
wonder to find that a portion of it. It is bitter — most 
bitter — and yet, besides the consolation of being 
permitted the honour of sharing in any measure 
His suffering, there is also the comfort of feeling 
that the allowing us to share this suffering is a 



TO those: in S.ORROW* 29 

gracious token of forgiveness to us for the many 
ways in which we each have infused bitterness into 
His cup, by slighting and disregarding — or even 
worse — those tokens of His grace in others, which we 
did not understand ; not only before our hearts were 
truly turned to the love of Him and the brethren, 
but oftentimes since also, when we should have been 
ever on the watch to hail the good in our brethren, 
and to try and follow it, however much it might be 
hid under a covering from which we revolted. But 
it is not the pain you have to submit to that grieves 

you, dearest C , I know, in comparison with 

the sorrow at the evil within, which it calls forth. 
There is but one remedy ; it is no use restlessly 
wishing it were otherwise, and feeling it very bad, 
and hurrying on from one class of feelings to 
another. We must stand and fight the enemy, and 
that in His might who cast out the dumb as well 
as the raving devils. The devils in our hearts have 
no right to say, * What have I to do with thee, 
thou Jesus, thou Son of God ; art thou come hither 
to torment us before the time ? ' 

The hour is comey in which the Son of Man has 
been glorified by the judgment of the Prince of this 
world ; and from henceforth, when the evil rises up 
within, so strong and terrible, we need only look up 
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to Him with His own precious words, * Father, the 
hour is come, glorify thy son.' And then He, who 
is in us, the Son of God will, within us (as He has 
already in His own person), receive the heavenly 
answer, * I have both glorified thee, and will glorify 
thee again/ 

Yes, dear C , let us not be faint-hearted; 

there is to be no casting away of weapons in this 
war ; we are not to expect peace from our enemies ; 
all we have to do is to fight on, using every means 
to temper our weapons, and nerve our arm for the 
conflict. The mower whets his scythe again and 
again. I have often wondered at his stopping to 
do it so often ; and then I have looked closer, and 
seen how the weeds and grass he was ever cutting 
down, clung about his instrument, and clogged his 
progress, so that his work would have been poorly 
done but for this help; even though it did not 
appear to brighten or sharpen the scythe ; and so it 
is with our hearts ; and even though outward means 
do seem to fail and do little good, we must perse- 
vere in them, as God's appointed way of giving us 
help, and sooner or later His comforts in them will 
refresh our souls. Therefore I rejoice to hear that 
you are able to resume the services. 

Dearest C , the cup which we are both called 
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to * drink has just now come to me with a different 
taste, though a very bitter one. . . . Pray for us in 
this severe trial. . . . God bless, and comfort, and 
strengthen your heart, dearest C . 

Your most loving. 



TO A FRIEND WHO WAS CAST DOWN AT WITNESSING 
SEVERE SUFFERING IN ONE DEAR TO HER. 

December 8, 1858. 
Whilst I weep with you at the thought of what 

IS, and must yet be, I would entreat you, dear , 

to cast yourself, and all tormenting questionings, into 
the firm belief in the wisdom and love of God, who 
sees to the end, and knows all that is to be accom- 
plished by those sad and terrible passages of tribu- 
lation. Gladly would your earthly friends save you 
from it, much more would your Heavenly Friend 
save you from it, but for higher purposes of love 
contained in it, both to him and to yourself There- 
fore, trust Him through all ; lean your weary aching 
heart on His love, making no effort of mind after 
any feeling, but just lie there, and be soothed ; 
weep, if you can, but don't try to feel ; He feels 
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for you, and looks down on your woe with pitying 
compassion, and says, * It is I ; be not afraid/ The 
Man of Sorrows will be your Comforter, dear 



m^^mi 



Ever yours, in affectionate sympathy. 



TO A FRIEND ON THE DEATH OF HER HUSBAND 
AFTER AGONIZING SUFFERING. 

Dec, 14, 1858. 

With regard to your two questions, dear , 

they both go to my very heart, knowing what they 
represent in yours. But take courage, dear, to resist 
the first You cannot doubt the love of God to His 
dear servant, therefore you may trust that neither 
His wisdom slept, whilst you have watched in 
agony at the storm which raged round you, and one 
dearer to you than yourself. He knows what has 
to be accomplished in each of us. You have prayed 
each for the other, for the best blessings. Will you 
complain of your God for answering your prayers — 
giving your dear husband better than all you could 
do for him — even though the messenger that brought 
it was an austere one ? 

He is now giving thanks that his prayers for 
^ou were not hindered by any weak fear of suffer- 
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ing, for you, but that you, in witnessing, he in 
bearing suffering, were each receiving the blessings 
you had asked for. He has it in full ; you, dear, have 
it also : this outward removal from you does not 
break the chain which bound you together in God's 

love. Don t you break it, dear , now, by thinking 

it is all over with you, — nothing but desolation left, 
want of sympathy, — misunderstanding, — hard, cruel 
thoughts, maybe— a lonely pilgrimage through the 
rest of life, — this js what is your outward prospect, 
you will say, and say truly ; on the other side of this 
sad picture, what is there ? A faithful God, a loving 
Father, one who has led your dear husband through 
many years of joy and sorrow, who has led him 
through the everlasting gates, and only keeps you 
on the other side of them till you have fulfilled His 
wise and loving purposes. You would not wish to 
enter sooner. Be patient, therefore, dear mourner. 
Oh ! do not belie your God, do not say that He has 
forsaken you, when He has just given you such 
evidences of His presence, such token that He has 
been in the midst of you, as that H e has chosen the 
companionship of your dear one, and taken him to 
His presence. Don't try to feel, — you are vexing 
yourself needlessly, — your body and mind are ex- 
hausted. He bids you rest now and not struggle 
after conscious peace. 
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It will come like dew upon your soul, you will be 
sustained underneath by powerful arms, upon which 
you may sink down, down, down ; no matter how 
low, there they are beneath, and you often feel them 
when you are lowest. Oh, in those hours of agony, 
which only God knows how to meet, how have I 
been sustained by the precious tenderness of those 
words, * The Lord hath called thee, as a woman 
forsaken and grieved in spirit/ So He bids us 
come to Him just as we are, not fueling comfort, or 
peace, or conscious of anything, but the deepest 
grief, the most utter desolation ; to such He reveals 
Himself as the Husband, the Comforter. Thus will 
you find Him ; your sorrow is your rightful passport 
to Him, and in it, not from it. He will bless and 
help you. The Lord be with your spirit, dear . 

Ever yours very affectionately. 



My dear 



TO THE SAME. 

Dec, 31, 1858. 



Your new year begins in a way which makes me 
bold to ensure you blessings in its course, and while 
I greet it with affectionate wishes, I will do so with 
the assurance that they will not be withheld from 
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you. You are following in His footsteps, dear , 



who came not to please Himself, but to be the 
servant of those whose Prince He truly was. He 
knows all it has cost you, and the groans and agonies 
of your heart in the realization which that place must 
ever bring you, of your heart's deep sorrow and 

loneliness. But though must ever speak to 

you of this, it is also the place which speaks to you 
most, not of human love only, but of the Divine 
supporting love, -which is ever around you. Truly, 
as Keble says, * Love's supporting y^r^^.' There of 
all places your soul is necessitated upon God, and He 
will sustain, and teach you His own tender power 
in the midst of human weakness. God be with you, 
and bless you, and guide you in all things, and make 
your new year one of true inward peace, whatever 
its externals may be. 

Ever your very affectionate. 



My dear 



TO THE SAME. 

January i8, 1859. 



The first birthday after heavy bereavement 
comes with such a power of loneliness to the heart, 
that I cannot forbear sending you a loving word oC 
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truest sympathy, to greet you to-morrow morning. 

You need not tell me what it is, dear . I know 

it all. But I know too that there is a gracious 
provision of strength for the sore, sore need, and that 
the sustaining power of God s presence will enable 
you to walk in the wilderness, and find even there 
the myrtle and the shittah tree, as we were taught in 
that sublime lesson on Sunday, a word truly for 
mourners. 

I send you a book,^^ small indeed in outward 
form, but so rich and blessed in its contents that the 
whole world could contain nothing larger, and yet the 
truth it speaks belongs to the heart and daily life of 
each. To me, and to many to whom I have given 
it, it, has been a treasure of delight, and I have 
reserved it for you till to-morrow, thinking I could 
give you no better companion with whom to enter 
on your new year of lonely and stricken life ; and if 
we are in any measure enabled to carry out its 
blessed rules, — in that measure, aye, and far beyond 
that, shall we be truly blessed, let our outward 
circumstances be what they may. 

May the Lord be with, and comfort you, dearest ! 

Ever your very affectionate. 



« t 



The Practice of the Presence of God.* 
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TO A FRIEND WHO HAD SENT HER SOME PICTURES OF 
HER HOME AFTER SHE HAD LEFT IT. 

April, 1855. 
My dear FRIEND, 

When I saw you last Monday, I little thought 
what a week of anxiety was coming upon us, at 
the very time when the hope and thought of a 
little breathing space after the last ten weeks had 
been so pleasant. But God's ways are not as ours, 
and all His paths are mercy and faithfulness, how- 
ever thorny they may at times seem to us. The 
night-and-day watching and anxiety have pre- 
vented my telling you sooner how very grateful I 
am to you for the precious packet of drawings you 
have sent me. I could almost say, May you never 
know how precious they are and will be ! May God 
bless you for your considerate kindness ! . . . Yes- 
terday added another to the large family circle 
already gathered to their everlasting Home. — My 
aged and beloved father was released from his 
weary pilgrimage, and joined the beloved one with 
whom he had journeyed in life for more than sixty 
years, and from whom he has not been separated 
for quite a year. It seems at times like a dream — 
almost too much for reality — Sister, Mother, Hue 
band, and Father, all gone in less than a year ! But 
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I wrote to thank you for the kindnesses with which 

you have strewed this pathway of sorrow, and not 

to talk of it. May the different scenes into which 

you are now called be as fraught with blessings of 

their own kind as I am sure the God of Love 

means that these should be, through which we are 

passing ! 

Ever yours affectionately. 



TO A WIDOWED SISTER-IN-LAW. 

January 25, 1858. 

The blessed words in i Cor. xv., * As we have 
borne the image of the earthly, we shall also bear 
the image of the heavenly,' contain a mine of 
comfort and hope, in the thought of those in whom 
the promises are already fulfilled, and to us who yet 
remain awaiting the fulness of the time. It is this 
which gives me the best comfort in thinking of my 
beloved one ; for though the suffering of this life 
was grievous to bear for him, yet out of that came 
so much blessing, as a heavenly discipline, that the 
sense of relief from that does not separate itself in 
my mind from the blessing ; but that all the longing 
and seeking of that noble heart after righteousness 
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and truth should now have its full satisfaction in 
God and in the sight of His Presence— everything 
that was not light be made clear, with no earthly 
infirmity or suffering to hinder the glory of that 
Light — for this I can give thanks even in the 
dreariest moments ; and God knows, some are dreary 
enough ! But oh, the lovingkindness of God ! When 
one looks over past years, and sees that wonderful 
chain of love through everything, linking to itself 
the various events of life, and making them all bear 
upon the gracious purposes He has for us, one is 
indeed humbled to have been so thankless, so mis- 
trustful, and would seek to go on in the lonely path 
of life with loving trust in Him, and keep one's eyes 
and hearts open for all which it may be given one to 
do, to help and cheer others to bear their burden. 



TO THE SAME. 

Feb. %th, 1858. 

.... Sometimes a great sadness comes over me 
in the thought of what it must be to you, but I 
know that you are upheld by His love in whom 
you trust, and though the dear arms which used to 
be held out to clasp you in love to a husband's 
heart, are no longer around you, and you look in 
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vain for the earthly shelter of that home, the sweet- 
ness and entire rest of which only a loving wife 
can know, yet the * right hand of the Lord is 
stretched out,' to save you from the desolation of 
that blank, and He will draw you close to that 
loving heart on which St. John lay, and make you 
feel that He knows all the sighings, and sorrows, 
and unuttered fears of your heart, and will soothe 
His dear child to rest there, with the gentle 
whisper, * Peace be unto you, in the world ye shall 
have tribulation, but in me is your peace/ May you 
hear that voice speaking to you as you stand in that 
sacred spot on the i8th, gently calling you as Jesus 
did to the weeping woman — * Mary ;' so that as you * 
turn and see your dear Lord you may see that Life, 
and not death, is in Him, and that your treasure, 
being laid up in Him, is living too, and the yearn- 
ings in your own heart after Him are all part of 
the same life, and will be manifested in you also 
when His time comes for setting you free to enter 
into it. I must give you a few words from a letter 
written by a friend of mine, who has just suddenly 
lost his excellent wife ; it will speak sweetly to you 
for the 1 8th : * I cannot think that my wife less 
sympathizes with me now than she did on earth. 
I desire to be preserved from all vain speculations 
on the relation in which departed spirits stand to 
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worldly matters, but I find now that I could not 
believe in the resurrection of the body — hardly in 
heaven, or in Christ, if I were not to believe that 
human sympathy is a part of us that survives the 
grave, and that it bridges over the space between us 
and those who have gone to Christ before us, 
though our side of the intervening gulf is wrapt in 
cloud/ 



TO THE SAME. 

February 21, 1858. 

My month is past, and we now enter upon yours, 

beloved , and yet both are so closely united 

together that each belongs to the other, and we 
would not and cannot separate them. Strange and 
unreal, it will seem to you at times, to be in the 
very place during these solemn days of remembrance, 
and yet at other times it will seem to realize it to 
you more than when you have been so far away, in 
body, from the spot which yet you have been so 
near in spirit. May He to whom the past is present, 
and whose love has been so manifested in both, be 
with you, my beloved sister! * He was, and is, and is 
to come.' What a strength and certainty those 
words give us in the confusion of mind which often 



42 WORDS OF HOPE AND COMFORT 

comes over us in thinking of events, the result of 
v/hich forms the reaHty of our daily lives, but the 
distinct details of which often seem almost lost to us 
in the dimness which the clouds of earth cause to 
rise between us and them !^ 

How truly Mrs. Browning says : 

* Places are too much, 
Or else too little, for immortal man.' 

Sometimes one cannot bear them, at other times 
one cannot hardly bear to be away. But how great 
the blessing that our gracious, tender Father knows 
all our feelings, understands them a/ar off, and is not 
wearied with our waywardness, but calls us, not as 
we ought to be, but as * women grieved and wearied 
in spirit,' and as such receives and comforts us. Oh, 
the rest of not having to be other than we are, when 
we are before Him, but knowing that He knows our 
weakness, and sin, and desire after Him, pities all, 
meets all, and Moves us better than He knows.' 
May we enter into this rest more and more, and in 
His love find peace, and hope, and comfort! 

On Saturday afternoon I had a touching proof 

of dear 's affectionate remembrance. A large 

tin box came, in which were some of the loveliest 
white and red camelias, some fine Christmas roses, 
crocuses, and snowdrops. It was a sweet voice of life 
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and resurrection speaking out of the grave from that 
beloved home. I don t suppose she knew it would 
reach me on the Burial day, but very sweetly it spoke 
to me, * He is not here. He is risen, come see the 
place where the Lord lay ;' and, in the life of our 
dear Lord, and in His empty tomb, we have the 
assurance of the life of those who are with Him, and 
that their earthly graves are, in the highest sense, 
empty also. 



TO THE SAME. 

March 31, 1858. 

The unutterable agony of desolation which this 
day brought to me three years ago seems to me now 
fresher than ever. The actual pain of all that was 
involved in that last night and morning, in that 
blessed home, keener than ever, and yet the sense of 
thankfulness that the actual outward part has not to 
be gone through, that it was once for all — or rather, 
once for always — but that the present part of it, the 
living suffering remains only for me, the visible part 
to others is gone by. 

Well it is, that such a day should fall on the 
Wednesday in Passion Week, when one s heart may 



i 
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be stilled, under any personal recollections, by the 
thought of Him whose journey along the way of 
sorrows for our sakes we are endeavouring to follow, 
step by step, and who endured as seeing Him who 
is invisible — as seeing the end to be accomplished 
for us. And truly when one looks within, and sees 
in our owii hearts the necessity for all the righteous 
discipline sent to us, its perfect justice as well as 
love, one has the witness for the necessity of those 
sufferings in our Lord s work of redemption, which 
would else be such an inexplicable mystery. He 
learned obedience by the things which He suffered. 
Oh, may He teach us that gracious lesson by those 
things which He gives us to suffer ; and enable us 
in His strength to go onwards, thankful for all He 
sends us, willing to receive anything from His hands ! 
The scenes around you, dearest, are not indeed 
* helpful ' (as you say), but I trust your spirit will be 
upborne beyond the outward discords, and that at 
the Cross of our dear Lord we may be able to feel 
His gracious presence, to see His face of Love, and 
to hear the words of peace which He utters to those 
who are watching there. And when you receive 
this, those meditations will have passed into the 
brighter ones of Easter, into which may the Spirit of 
life lead us to enter, more and more, so that through 
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the grave and gate of death we may pass to our 
joyful Resurrection, and even now sit together in 
heavenly places in Christ Jesus ! 



TO THE SAME, ON LEAVING HER OLD HOME. 

August 15, 1800. 

For the last time from your dear home I must 
say a few words to you, dearest — of love and bless- 
ing. When I think of all it has been to me during 
the twenty-three years which are now just closing,, 
I can only say, * Bless the Lord for all his mercies, 
and forget not all his benefits.' May He bless 
you, dearest, for all the love and blessing you have 
given me here; and in the new home may His 
presence be with you, and make it truly a resting- 
place whilst you continue your earthly pilgrimage ; 
and though it can never be what this has been, yet 
if He is with you the blanks will be filled up, or 
only felt so as to draw you nearer to Him. 

The partings which have filled the last days 
have been sad indeed, but calm and hopeful, and I 
trust the dear people have been encouraged to look 
up in trust and hope to the Friend who will not 
pass away. 
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And now, Lord, what wait I for ? Truly my 
hope is even in Thee, who art our Habitation and 
our Rest. The earthly home is broken up, but 
Thou remainest the same^ and Thy years have no 
end. Bless my beloved sister and her dear child 
and this dear parish. Hold them, and the precious 
seed we have sown in Thy garden, in Thy holy 
keeping, and unite us all in Thy love here, and in 
Thine everlasting kingdom in the day of Thine 
appearing ! Amen. 



TO THE SAME ON THE DEATH OF A SISTER. 

March 8, 1862. 

Your dear note this morning, dearest, is a great 
comfort, for it breathes the peace which, in the midst 
of this heavy sorrow, is given to you ; yes, it is 
indeed a different one from the bereavement of last 
year, though that, too, was the severing of the nearest 
ties — but with your beloved sister, to whom from 
infancy upwards you have looked up to with admir- 
ing love, and in whose life you have had so large a 
share, there must be a blank in every hour of your 
future life, which nothing earthly can fill. And 
now, beloved, since, one by one, the links which 
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have bound you here are loosened, and you (whose 
frail body we have often watched with such anxiety) 
are left alone in your generation, at least, of nearest 
ties, — He who has called you to this estate will be 
with you, and give you greater nearness to Himself. 
For that, you have been ever praying whilst your 
life was so rich, and now He answers you in a way 
you little looked for — in *an hour you thought not 
of — *The Master is come and calleth for thee' — 
calleth for thee to heal thy wounds ; not, indeed, 
by restoring to earthly life those that are gone, but 
by giving you His own supporting presence, in 
which is the fulness of life, and in which you are 
one with all who are with Him. . . . They are 
there, not here, and oh, may our hearts be led there 
too, and so find rest from the weary ache and smart 
of this life's woe ! 



TO THE SAME. 

September lo, 1862. 

... I should have written to you sooner, my 
beloved sister, but serious illness has made the least 

exertion impossible. Dear Lady S has been 

much on my heart. She had come to me in the 



48 WORDS OF HOPE AND COMFORT 

night as I lay awake, and I felt her burden so heavy 
that I could do nothing but pray for her, and in the 
morning felt constrained to copy out a hymn which 
has been constantly on my mind, and send it to her 
with a note, just to tell her the peace and rest which 
comes, not by struggling to believe, but just by 
looking up at Him. It is rest indeed, and worth any 
depth of weakness or illness to feel it and to see, 
when you can think or feel nothing, the answering 
look of love which is returned to the uplifted heart, 
or rather, which has first drawn it to look up, that 
it may see what there is there for it Oh, that all 
our dear children may be led into that light and 
rest! I think of them each and all, and just lay 
them before Him, asking Him to give them filial 
Jiearts towards Him. The Confirmation Prayer, 
* Defend, O Lord,' &c., seems to express all I would 
ask for them. 

The Lord be with you, my beloved sister. 



TO THE SAME. 

Easter Even, 1863. 

Though this letter will not reach you, dearest, 
before the * Day of days * will have past, yet you will 
be sure that you have been in my loving thoughts 



/ 
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and desires, that its holy blessings may be with you 
in your distant abode, as they have been when 
worshipping at home, with those who have now 
learnt the full meaning of its wonderful mysteries. 
Different, indeed, from former times is the way in 
which both you and I can now keep the season 
just past, but He who we may trust gives the desire 
to serve Him, will not refuse the * fragments,' which 
in weakness and disability are all we can now offer. 
Happily it is not what we can do, but what has 
been done for us, that is our confidence, and that 
does not change with our states. 

. May He who did not refuse to walk with and 
make Himself known to His disciples, even in the 
midst of their doubts and fears, be near you, show- 
ing you the power of His resurrection, and enabling 
you to rejoice in it ! 



TO A FRIEND ON THE DEATH OF A BROTHER. 

April 1 8, 1859. 

Your letter to-day tells me that the watching is 
over, and that the rest is come to him whose spirit 
has, consciously or unconsciously, longed for it during 
the weary and broken pilgrimage which during 
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these latter years has been his portion. How 
deeply I feel with and for you all, I cannot tell yoii, 
nor do you need to be told ; for you know that I 
may claim at least a distant share in your sorrow 
for one in whom I have long taken so affectionate 

an interest. How you will bless God, dear , for 

His gracious permission to you, that you should be 
the comforter and upholder of your dear brother s 
spirit during these latter months ! 

That his illness has long been creeping on I 
have no doubt, and that its insidious steps were 
marked by what only bore the appearance of de- 
pression and lethargy, but which his Heavenly 
Guide and Friend knew to be bodily disease, and 
that, though the spirit would have been willing, the 
flesh was too weak. And therefore, in answer too 
to his own * imprisoned longings,' of which perhaps 
often he was hardly conscious. He has set him free 
from those hindrances; He has heard our .prayers, 
and has answered them — not indeed after the form 
we had prescribed, but after the * pattern showed us 
in the mount' — the mount in the midst of which is 
seated the Lamb — who by His cross and passion, by 
His precious death and burial, has prevailed to open 
the book of dark and sealed providences, and to 
read it, and to interpret it to us by His own acts 
and life of love. With Him who has loved us and 
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washed us from our sin in His own blood, we may 
safely leave all mysteries, all questionings, all back 
and fore-castings. 

The old cry which comes at such times, * Lord, 
wherefore this ? why hast Thou made all men for 
nought ?* receives answer from the suffering and 
sympathizing Brother of our race, * Said I not unto 
thee that, if thou wouldest believe^ thou shouldest see 
the glory of God ? Thy Brother shall rise again! 
Here is comfort in the midst of your sore grief. 
May you all enter into its rest and peace ! 



TO AN INVALID FRIEND. 

Ascension Day, 1859. 

You have been so near in thought to me 
since I left you, that I can hardly believe that 
there are one hundred and twenty miles between 
us. And are not such feelings a blessed proof of 
how near may be the spirits of those who are 
passed out of our sight ? If even here, with our 
poor earthly intercourse, communion of heart can so 
take the place of actual sight as to make the objects 
of it near, how much more must it be so, when on 
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one side at least the hindrances and darknesses of 
earth are removed, and it is we alone who are here 
below with whom the imperfection is ! This blessed 
day is the witness to us that He who * has over- 
come the sharpness of death has opened the 
kingdom of heaven to all believers/ The ever- 
lasting gates are thrown open for Him to pass 
through, and thus He fulfils His own prayer, *That 
they all may be one, as thou. Father, art in me 
and I in thee.' Yes, dear friend, and shall we 
frustrate what H E lives to fulfil ? Shall our unbelief 
make the truth of God of none effect ? God forbid ! 
Rather let us enter with Him into the joy of our 
Lord, and believe that His ascension is not only 
the pledge to us of future blessing, but it is the 
actual witness of present life — of present commu- 
nion and fellowship with Him who in our nature 
is gone up on high, * to send gifts down to men, 
yea, even to the rebellious.' At the communion 
this morning I thought of you, and prayed that we 
might indeed live as those who are risen and as- 
cended with Christ, and in the fellowship of the 
blessed. 
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TO THE SAME QN THE ANNIVERSARY OF HER CHILD's 

DEATH. 

Dec, 1859. 

I shall join you in giving tKanks for your sweet 
darling, that all your fondest hopes and prayers have 
been fulfilled to her, and that no veil comes between 
her and the Lord she loved so much, but that with 
unclouded eye she beholds His glory, and is 
changed into the same image. And the same 
blessing is given to us too, dear friend, if we would 
but use it. In His light, we too may see light, and 
be made like Him, and in that blessed light we should 
again be united to those so dear to us, who are 
enjoying it fully. May your heart be so lifted up 
above the sense of loss and separation, that you may 
have peace and union with your * Lord, a blessed 
foretaste of the time when you will be ever with 
Him! 



TO THE SAME. 



Christinas Eve^ 1859. 

I must greet your Christmas morning with a 
loving kiss, and best wishes that an abundant entrance 
may be vouchsafed to you into the kingdom of 
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peace and joy and righteousness, which is manifested 
to us in the cradle of our Holy Infant and King. 

I could wish you had the dear children with you, 
for they seem so specially to belong to this season ; 
but He who adorned and sanctified childhood by 
Himself becoming a child, will be with you and 
reveal to you the meaning of that wonderful word — 
Emmanuel, God with us — and what can we want 
more ? An old clergyman said to me lately that 
one way in which we should resemble little children 
in receiving the kingdom of heaven, was that they 
always go and ask their questions, and tell their 
wants to the parent or person they feel sure will 
answer and satisfy them. And so we have a Father 
-to whom we should go at all times,. knowing that 
He can answer all our questions and satisfy all our 
desires, and is waiting and willing to do it. 



TO THE SAME. 

Easter Eve, 1862. 

As I cannot give you a lip kiss, dearest, I 
must send you one in this way, and wish you the 
clear realization of the wonderful blessing revealed 
to us at this holy season. No greater blessing can 
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I desire or ask for you, for thus you will see Him, 
and be satisfied. We who have been called to many 
bereavements, and, above all, to one^ know what that 
yearning of heart is towards those who are out of 
sight, which stretches after them, craves but for a 
glance, a touch, and cannot be satisfied whilst earth 
is so empty, have no excuse for being so * slow of 
heart* to recognise Him who is evidently set forth 
among us, not crucified alone, but risen — risen as a 
man, as a present Saviour, ready to answer the 
yearnings of our poor hearts, and to satisfy their 
cravings with His presence and His fulness. Dear 
friend, let us not refuse Him that speaketh, let us 
hear His dear voice — let Him *make Himself 
known to us in the breaking of bread,* and then, 
like the disciples of old, we shall be glad when we 
see the Lord. The thirst He gives us after Him — 
the sense of our own dryness and want — is just 
* His thirst for us ;' and to it He has fixed His sure 
promise, * Blessed are they that hunger and thirst 
after' righteousness, for they shall be filled.' May 
the power of His resurrection thus raise us up on 
Easter wings, that so we may learn the * felicity of His 
chosen.' Let us pray for each other, that it may 
be so, and meet also in thankful praise. 
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TO A FRIEND WHO WISHED TO ATTEND THE FUNERAL 
OF A NEAR AND DEAR RELATIVE. 

1858. 

I shall be with you in spirit, and shall indeed 
desire for you that you may find all you hope for 
in that solemnly blessed service. But, dear friend, 
let me venture to say that you do not know what it 
is, when it comes so near, nor yet when it is over, 
and you return to what seems utter emptiness. Do 
not be disappointed if you do not feel any power to 
enter into anything — if a numbing sense of some- 
thing undefined takes possession of you — God is 
not the less near to you, if it should be so. 'If we 
have borne the image of the earthly, we shall also 
bear the image of the heavenly ^ will bring peace to 
your spirit, even if you can enter into nothing 
else, and thankfulness, unutterable thankfulness, for 
him to whom it has been fulfilled. For your dear 
sister — judging from my own feelings — I cannot 
but hope she may be able to go with you. The 
words for her (and for you also) are the last you 
w^ll hear ; the last prayer is the one which will go 
with her and you through life. * The grace of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, and t\ie fellowship of the Spirit, 
be with you !' The earthly companionship, — the 
blessed relationship in time — is gone for the present, 
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but the fellowship of the Spirit is then given to us 
for ever ; and in that we may meet those who are 
passed out of sight. May that comfort be vouch- 
safed to you all, and then your hearts* will be truly 
comforted. 



TO THE SAME ON THE FIRST ANNIVERSARY OF A 

brother's DEATH. 

April, 1859. 

I do not forget, dear , that we have now 

passed into the month, every day of which is fraught 
with the fullest experience to you ; the eager, fond 
hope of the earlier part, the intense realization of the 
uncertainty which surrounded the joy, ending in the 
perfect fulfilment of all your best desires and prayers 
for the beloved friend of your life. And now you 
travel through these sacred recollections by the bed- 
side of a sister, seriously ill, whose life can only be 
restored in its integrity by the utmost care. 

Dear friend, let the first experience of the awful, 
mysterious power of anniversary seasons be as the 
voice which speaketh to you from Heaven. The 
voice has ' shaken the things of earth,' but only that 
those things * which cannot be shaken may remain.' 
The voices round about the Throne — your dearest 
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Brothers among them — are ascribing power, and 
blessing, and wisdom to Him who sitteth thereon; 
and shall we, who can hardly see the next step we 
are to take, question the loving-kindness and 
wisdom of the way in which we are led, albeit very 
dark and dreary ? No, rather we will say, ' Speak, 
Lord, for thy servant heareth.* 

By an open sepulchre, indeed, we may stand 
and weep, but when we see Jesus standing near, 
and hear that tender * Mary' we may well be 
calmed, and enter into the peace and gladness 
which the sight of His hands and side gave to His 
disciples. This month is to me also the heaviest of 
all but one ; for in it our angelic mother was taken 
from us, two dear sisters, and our dear aged father. 
And the power of anniversaries is so terribly strong 
over me that I have an inexpressible tenderness over 
you at this time, and I would fain desire that they 
might not be to you what they have been, and are, 
to me. God grant you may take them more faith- 
fully, more brightly from His hand, and look more 
at Him, and less at them, than I have done; and 
then they will be welcomed as heavenly guests, and 
your heart will be as a guest-chamber where He 
will come and eat the Passover with His disciples ; 
and as He eats those bitter herbs and that Lamb of 
sacrifice with you. He will say, ' My peace I give 
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unto you ; let not your heart be troubled, neither 
let it be afraid/ The Lord of peace do so to you, 
dear, and more also ! 

Ever yours very affectionately. 



TO THE SAME. 

Oh, dear friend, one word was ever with me, as 
the thought of all your heavy load pressed upon me. 
* Beloved, think it not strange concerning the fiefy 
trial which is to try you, as though some strange 
thing had happened to you,' is to try you, its very 
purpose — and why ? It is enough for the disciple 
that he be as his Master ; for the servant, that he be 
as his Lord. He shrank not from the baptism of 
fire — a few sparks only of that fire are permitted to 
reach us — and the burn of even these He cools and 
assuages, and only waits to heal, till the blessing is 
received, which they are meant to bring. One thing 
is especially on my heart for you, dear friend. Pray 
don't try to feel, or charge your conscience for the 
want of feeling ; don't presume to judge of, or 
measure your dear Lord by yourself. It is enough 
that He can feel, that He knows all, and He is just 
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bringing you into this crushed, ground-down state, 
to teach you to trust His feelings, and His sym- 
pathy, and His intercession for you, instead of being 
gratified by the sweet sensation of the going forth of 
your soul to Him. Your present state of heavy 
woe and anxiety is prayer. * Lord, thou knowest,' 
is all you need say, and His peace will be with you. 

Yours in tender sympathy. 



TO THE SAME. 

Your letter, dearest, is indeed a comfort, for 
though I felt sure it would be so with you, the 
assurance from your own words is very blessed. 
* When I am weak then I am strong;' just then, 
and no otherwise, for then we are casting ourselves 
on Him, and can truly say, and feel, * In the Lord 
have I righteousness and strength.' So that though 
we may make mistakes, * He is near which justi- 
fieth,' and we shall not be condemned. And so, 
dear friend, it will be, step by step, as you want it. 
The Lord has a store-house, because He can keep 
it safely; but He would have us depend on 
him for each thing we need — as we need it — 
knowing we are not to be trusted with the keys. 
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And thus He keeps up a continual intercourse 
with us — the supply being always ready for the 
demand — and the need the sure warrant for receiv- 
ing it. 



TO THE SAME. 

i860. 
The Lord be your stay in this hour of sore 
need ; and He will be so, and will manifest the 
life which is in Christ Jesus our Lord in the midst 
of death. There are voices round about the 
Throne, and they have many utterances which can 
only be heard at such times ; and when the heart 
is stilled to listen to them, and to say, * Speak, 
Lord, for thy servant heareth ;' it bringeth true 
rest. 



TO THE 3AME. 

April 1 86 1. 

I hope you may be kept from too great anxiety, 
as to the feelings and thoughts you would wish to 
have at such a time (of sorrow). It is often a bitter 
disappointment to be able to feel nothing; and it 
seems as if God's purposes of gpod and blessing 



I 
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through sorrow would be frustrated towards us by 
our sin and coldness. But I beheve that also is a 
necessary as well as most humbling part of the 
discipline ; and when we are content to let God 
speak, and not think about what we feel, we are 
more truly learning His lessons than by any amount 
of sensible spiritual consolation. He will sustain 
you by a mighty power underneath your spirit, 
bearing it up when you may be quite unconscious 
of any distinct feeling of it — as at this time our 
Lord manifested His resurrection life by ever and 
anon appearing, and giving token of His presence, 
just in the simple words, * Peace be unto you,' * even 
so is it now/ 



TO THE SAME. 

July 1 86 1. 

God has spoken home again to your inmost 
heart, dear friend, and you will find now how 
distinct are the voices — each bereavement takes 
its own place — neither lessening nor even increasing 
the other (except that a wounded place feels every 
touch the more acutely), and for each there is the 
blessed assurance that He who has called you to 
this fellowship of His sufferings will sustain you 
under it, and unfold to you the mysteries of His 
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own love and teaching, however dull and slow of 
heart you may seem to yourself. He will hold 
your right hanci, and not let you sink, weary and 
heavy-laden as you must be. I commend you to 
the care and love of your Heavenly Friend. 



My dearest 



TO THE SAME. 

July 1 86 1. 



Too well I know the heavy sadness with which 
one faces the first birth-day after the withdrawal 
of that precious love which began before our life 
began (or at least was manifested), and has gone on 
a living stream of love — ever sure, ever fresh, how- 
ever dark the clouds above, however dark and 
thorny the path below. But, dear friend, inex- 
pressibly lonely as the feelings which belong to 
such a day must be to you, others will mingle with 
them of deep thankfulness for the preserving mercy 
which spared your life to outrun hers, and which 
enabled you to the last to be her friend, comforter, 
and stay. 

The year opens very darkly, not only with the 
dreary blank behind, but with the anxious, uncertain 
prospect before you. There is but one comfort in all 
this, dearest . God is our refuge and strength 
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— a very present help in time of trouble. Such you 
have ever found Him in past years, and He will 
not fail you now. On every side He is giving you 
tokens of His presence, answering your prayers for 
holiness and likeness to Himself, by giving you a 
fellowship in His sufferings, such as you have never 
known before ; and though your heart is torn by 
His harrow, yet the soil will thereby be prepared 
for the living seed which He is sowing there, and 
which will spring up and bear the fruit you are 
ever yearning to yield to His glory. 



TO THE SAME, AFTER REPEATED BEREAVEMENTS 

WITHIN A FEW MONTHS. 

March 1862. 
* The hour is come, and what sfiall I say? 
Father, glorify Thy name! What 'other prayer can 
I offer for you, dear friends, than this, in this 
most solemn time in which the voice from Heaven 
isv heard graciously speaking to you ? The by- 
standers, indeed, may exclaim, * It thundereth^ when 
they see how one bereavement after another has 
come to you in these short, sad, nine months. 
But we will not so misinterpret the voice of the 
Father, speaking to the Son, in whom He had 
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declared Himself * well pleased,' and to whom He 
spoke of trouble, sorrow, and agony, not because 
His life was a blighted one, to be filled with little 
else than wounds, and bruises, and heaviest afflic- 
tions, but rather to make Him perfect through 
sufferings, that He might thus accomplish the 
gracious purposes to the full, for which He came 
among us. Amongst these purposes was the bear- 
ing your griefs, and carrying your sorrows, my dear 
friends, not the saving you front them, for then you 
would have to walk in another road from the one by 
which * He went up to joy,' but the delivering you 
in them. This grace, upon His part, I most 
earnestly desire for you. You will each need it in a 
different way, but you will need it as you have n^ver 
done before. Oh ! may He indeed deliver you in 
this sore time of need, deliver you from the pressure 
of the past, from all questionings of former things, 
either in the dealings of God towards you as a family, 
or in your own parts, respecting those dealings. He 
knows it all, arid that is enough. All that He re- 
quires of you at this time, is the right and faithful 
use of the now\!ci2X He gives you. You stand before 
Him in the veiy condition which He has specially 
promised to bless. He is in your midst, ready to 
* take you up,' and keep you from falling, or from 
fainting, and wearying under His discipline, and I 
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think you will feel as I did, the first Sunday I went 
to Church, after we had laid our dear father by the 
side of our mother and sister — a few months after 
they had been taken from us — that the fifth com- 
mandment came with a living power and sweetness 
which it never had before — that inexpressibly dear 
and sacred as the life-long attempt to fulfil it had 
been, yet that, at the best, there was ever such a 
mixture of human frailty, misunderstanding, 'and 
short-coming, even when we felt as if no earthly 
love could reach a higher stand. But, on that Sun- 
day, and ever since, instead of coming as an echo of 
orphaned desolation, it came as the voice of God, 
as clear as when it was first uttered, bearing witness 
of the continued life of the beloved parents, of the 
law of love, under which they and we were still 
living. They had met together where no earthly 
hindrances could prevent the full flow of early true 
love, and we were left here to manifest that purified 
love in the way they would most desire, by holding 
fast and close to each other, and seeking to fulfil the 
work given us to do during our lives here. I need 
hardly add that another of the commandments comes 
to me with the same living power ; but, thank God, 
the sorrow that quickened that one, and which to me 
was included in the same year, cannot be yours. 
You have enough at present, and whilst your hearts 
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respond with mine to the petition, * Lord, have 
mercy upon us, and incline our hearts to keep this 
law,' you will find the blessedness of the answer in 
your daily lives ; and the consciousness of fulfilling 
it, now to one parent, then to -another, and always 
now, thank God, to both, will give a sacred sweetness 
to your acts, which will reveal to you still more of 
the filial relation you are called to exercise as well as 
to enjoy, to the Heavenly Father who now especially 
claims you as His own. 

To Him, dear, dear friends, I commend you, with 
loving, tender sympathy. 

Ever yours very affectionately. 



TO THE SAME. 

Easier Tuesday, April 22, 1862. 

I desire for you that the precious truths of this 
blessed season may be so realized by you that you 
may never be tempted to seek the living among the 
dead, being sure that nothing but the grave-clothes, 
and the napkin which was bound about the head 
(like the earthly fetters on the mind and spirit), can 

be found in the tomb. To you, dearest , the 

anniversary of your first intimate knowledge with 
death amongst yourselves, will come for the fourth 
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time clothed with a new power and intensity, which 
you will wonder at, when you remember the events 
of the year which has rolled so heavily over you. 
But each sorrow takes its own place, and cannot be 
measured by any reed of earth, such as what we call 
more or less. It can be measured only by the reed 
given to the angel for the dimensions of the Holy 
City. The lord of that city, who is preparing us 
for the mansions prepared there for us, knows 
precisely the size of each event relatively to our 
hearts, and to their being thoroughly furnished for 
taking their appointed place in those mansions. The 
cry of your heart (at least without His preventing 
grace) will be to-morrow, * Oh, that my brother were 
amongst us now — we never wanted him so much — 
he would be our rightful head now the parents are 
away — he would settle everything for us — to his 
judgment we would all bow ; and by his piety we 
should be helped and instructed under our sorrows.* 

Dear , He who has taken this beloved, this 

rare brother from you, knew beforehand the heavy 
losses which in a few years were to follow, and yet 
He took him, took him because you would need him 
so much, even as He stayed two days in the place 
where He was, after receiving the message which 
called Him to the death-bed of His friend. Thus, 
and thus alone, could you be taught to lean wholly 
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on the wisdom and love of the elder Brother. ' There-- 
fore he abode two days/ that He might manifest 
the glorious truth that He was not the Resurrection 
only, but the life — the present life of those who are 
with Him out of our sight, and the present life of 
those who are struggling on with the earthly part. 
Better! oh, how far better! that He should remain, 
even with the appearance of being indifferent to the 
sorrows at Bethany, where out of that sickness such 
glory was to follow. 

Better far, far better for you, dear mourning 
sisters, that your brother should have been taken 
away when he ceased to be seen of you, that now> 
when his presence would seem to be so specially in- 
valuable to you, there may be no halting-place 
between you and your Lord; that you may go straight 
to Him in your many needs, those new wants which 
seem so strange, to which you have been so un- 
accustomed, but for the supply of which a store has 
been laid by with Him who knows them all, and 
who would thus lead you away from creature help to 
Himself. Oh, may you each have grace according 
to the special needs of each, thus to use His loving 
Friendship and Brotherhood, even as He offers it to 
you ; and thus will April 23rd be a bond of union 
with Him and all who are with Him, instead of a 
day which marks the severance of an earthly tie* 
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I hope you have been comforted by this blessed 
strengthening season. The Lord of Life be with you 
in His resurrection power. 



TO THE SAME, ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE DEATH OF 

HER MOTHER. 

May ^o, 1862. 

On this solemn night, dearest , our thoughts 

are meeting together in one central point, and 
heavily as your spirit is oppressed, I think we shall 
not part without joining to thank God for that 
merciful deliverance to His faithful servant. You, 
have known what it has been to travel through a 
whole year without her, as the chief object of 
your love and care, because she no longer needed 
them, and the experience has at times been so 
heart-rending, the yearning after her so fresh and 
strong, that at least it has taught you something of 
what life would have been to her without j^^^, and 
you will rejoice that that bitter experience was 
spared to her, and given to you instead — that you 
have suffered, and she has been freed at last from 
all causes of pain and sorrow. I have just been 
reading the evening lesson, i Cor. xiii. Oh, dearesi 
yrr^ — , If that - is the picture of Jove, even here, whai 
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must the love of God be from whom it all springs, 
and how little we know of it, how we misjudge its 
dealings with us — think it hard that there should be 
no respite, and forget that His love suffer eth long, 
and is, kind, is bearing with us and with others, and 
waiting its own right time to manifest its full pur- 
poses. Truly we know but in part, and shall we 
not rejoice for those who are no longer so limited, 
whose glass is clear, and reflects without discolora- 
tion the mind and ways of God? Oh, while we 
yearn after more perfect communion with God, to 
know even as we are known, we may well give 
thanks that those we have loved best on earth are 
free from the trammels which fetter us, and have 
entered into the joy of their Lord, in His mani- 
festations to them. When this reaches you, dear 
friend, another year of motherless life will have 
opened upon you. It will not be better or easier 
to you than the first, although no such trials can 
ever come again as have succeeded each other in 
the past year ; yet there will be a sense of more 
utter dreariness — everything — your house — the 
various changes in your mode of life — the very 
freedom in some things, to do, or not to do, will 
strike a knell into your heart as being in some sort 
disconnected with her. Oh, well I know the utter 
dreariness of that feeling, one brick out of the wall 
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of the old house, built into your new one, would be 
a positive good and a blessing. But no, it must not 
be, we need these uprootings, these tearings-out, of 
what seems to contain all our life, else we should 
never learn in what the true life consists, and that 
in Him who is our Life, we have back again all that 
was true and permanent life, belonging to our be- 
loved ones, as well as to ourselves. In this sense is 
the promise made good to us, that whoso forsaketh 
what he hath shall receive a hundredfold even in 
this life. 

Therefore, dear friend, go bravely forth from the 
old house into the new one, holding fast of the hand 
of your Lord and Friend who bids you come with 
Him, and you shall have no lack; and you shall 
find your loved ones, all restored in Him — all one 
in Christ Jesus. 



TO THE SAME, ON REMOVING FROM AN OLD HOUSE. 

Juney 1862. 

The sight of your writing was a mournful plea- 
sure, dearest , because it was a certain outward 

sign that all was done, and you were now in a sense 
loosened from the old moorings, and floating away 
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on the dull, heavy tide of the future, extending far 
out of sight, and having in it and on it many an ele- 
ment of fear and danger. But, dear friend, this is 
not the point of view on which we must stand still 
to look. Once before it was said, * It is finished^ 
and that once was completion, in which were in- 
cluded not merely the great work which had been 
*cut short in righteousness,' but all the little begin- 
nings and endings which occur in the probation of 
those for whom that work was accomplished; for 
whom that righteousness was manifested. Each 
such time of unutterable misery as you have just 
passed through seems to us as if it took all we had 
to give, and more than all, for there is a terrible 
weight of woe, which we carry like a heavy bundle, 
and dare not untie, lest the scattered details should 
overwhelm us. But that which we enter into, and 
that which we hold up before our eyes as an object 
of terror, and that which we carry uninvestigated, — 
all is known to Him, * Who did cftice upon the cross ' 
utter those memorable and all-including words by 
which we are assured that no purpose of H is love 
towards us can fail, and that all will be surely ac- 
complished in us, and by us, through the might of 
His Spirit ; who was enabled by the same Spirit to 
endure all to the end, that we might live through 
Him, * and overcome, even as He also overcame, 
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and is set down ' (blessed words of rest and peace, 
after hard conflict) *by His Father/ Courage, then, 
dear friend ; there is room for us to sit down too, 
and even now, weary and heavy-laden as we are, 
there is rest and peace under His shadow ; and even 
though the pressure of His hand may feel at times 
painfully oppressive, yet it betokens Him near to 
us, and mindful of us, and we may well be thankful,' 
and leave to Him the choice of the time to relieve 
us ; being sure of this, that the other hand is under 
us to support and strengthen. 

The utter deadness and incapacity you feel, 

dearest , is but the natural result of the great 

strain there has been upon you. I feel the same 
from the effects of illness and long-continued weak- 
ness, so that all energy or life seems almost gone. 
I think we both needed to learn the utter power- 
lessness of any life or energy of our own. It seems 
to me now as if every desire, every prayer, must 
be the operation (Si the Spirit of God, for that I 
am powerless to stretch forth the withered hand, 
unless the healing power . includes also the motive 
power. The prayer I desire to offer for you, and 
all for whom I would pray, is — that the Spirit of 
God would work mightily in you His own ends, 
and enab le you to fulfil them, and that you * may 
daily increase more and more in His Holy Spirit/ 
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This power, the power of resurrection, would carry 
us through the death of all our hopes and lives 
here, and enable us to live in Him. 
God bless and sustain you ! 

Ever your loving. 



TO THE SAME. 

Julyy 1862. 

. . . Yes, dear friend, these and countless other 
feelings will belong to your new life, but they will 
lead you only the more to recognise the blessing of 
having Him for the * God of your life,' whose will 
is love ; and in submission to it our true peace con- 
sists. He knows all the past, and has helped you 
marvellously through it. He knows the present, in 
the dreariness and emptiness it often appears. He 
knows the future, and has ^the grace in store for 
you according to its need. iTierefore, you may 
boldly say, * The Lord is my helper, I will not fear 
what man or circumstances can do unto me.' May 
His peace so garrison your heart that no foe may 
invade it, and you will go on from strength to 
strength in His name. 
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TO THE SAME, ON ENTERING A NEW DWELLING-PLACE. 

December 21, 1862. 
My DEAREST . 



It was indeed a pleasure to hear from yourself 
that you are feeling better, and that you were to 
take up your abode in the new resting-place which 
has been provided for you. I thought much of you 
on Monday, and as I read the glorious promises of 
help and strength given in the Lessons for the day, 
I knew that you were deriving comfort from them 
and taking them as a message of encouraging help 
to you in the new path you were just entering. 
And now we are brought again to the marvellous 
revelation at Bethlehem, at the sight of which we 
may well learn to endure life and all it brings to 
us. 

Dreary as it is to have to 'change houses' in 
winter, I have felt thankful for you all that you 
should begin the new home-life at this Christmas 
season. May you, each and all, have the full bless- 
ings of the season — the blessing of knowing how 
completely our humanity has been taken by our 
Lord ; and therefore how entirely He can feel for 
you, as you each need — how He has made family 
love possible for us in its highest aspect, because 
He has given us His love as our pattern and 
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Standard. In this heavenly pattern we see how 
the mutual love, and forbearance, and trust, can 
be exemplified in the daily acts which consti- 
tute the confiding happiness and repose of family 
life. 

I thank God on your behalf that He has so 
ordered for you that, in the midst of so much wreck. 
He has given you now a resting-place where you 
can be together; helpful of each other and of His 
work in each, and I am sure that He will add to 
you each the grace needed from day to day, to make 
it truly a r^AV^^-place, — a Home in Him whose 
presence will be with you, sanctifying and blessing. 
The Star which will arise and shine on your new 
home is the same bright friend of old that has 
cheered us in other places and other homes. The 
Light is the same, and willing, and ready, to shine 
into our hearts. Oh, may we open our shutters, 
and receive its life-giving, hope-giving beams ! For 
yourself I would say, * Blessed is she that believeth, 
for there shall be a performance of those things 
which were told her from the Lord.' There can be 
no lack when the provision is not measured, even 
by your need, but * accordiftg to His riches in glory! 
The Star of Bethlehem shine into your heart ! 

Ever your loving. 
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, . . ... 

TO THE SAME. 

April 2 2, 1863. 

I must send you a few words to-day, dearest 
, to show you I do not forget what this season 



is to you. As years go on, the power of days does 
not diminish, and I believe that they form part of the 
teaching of our Heavenly Father, to the spirits of 
those who are so intensely affected by them. But 
we must not forget that the days so terrible to 
lis, were the birthdays of our beloved ones, and 
therefore that we are called by them to be witnesses 
of the resurrection, joined in our Lord to the life 
they live in Him. That horrible thing, death, has 
been conquered, and it is we, not our Lord, who 
give it such power over our spirits and imaginations, 
and raise it as an impassable wail between us and 
our blessed ones. Oh, for the spirit of faith to break 
down those barriers, and truly to live in Christ with 
those who are with Him ! 



TO THE SAME. 

July 1863. 

You must have a loving word of best wishes 
that your new new year may be one of the truest 
blessings to you — sent to you in whatever form your 
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gracious Father knows to be fittest to convey it. 
He has led you on hitherto with such sure steps, 
even in the midst of tangled thickets through which 
you could never have ventured without Him, that 
you may well look forward, and though you cannot 
see the road before, you, may yet say, * Anywhere, 
.Lord, with Thee /' * Thou hast been my help ; leave 
me not, O God of my salvation !' 

May your heart be strengthened to trttst more 
and more ! That seems to me the chief blessing to 
seek for, when trust and belief seem shaking all 
around us — understand, we cannot — but trust, we 
may, by the help of the Spirit of truth. 



TO THE SAME, WHEN SUFFERING UNDER MENTAL DE- 
PRESSION ARISING FROM BODILY WEAKNESS. 

Sept, 27, 1863. 

Your sad note came to me just as I was going to 
bed last evening, dearest ; so I took you there with 
me, and thought of your present needs in undisturbed 
quiet, and *full of assurance of hope.' Well, you 
know that it would be happiness indeed to me if I 
could give you any real help ; but whether that may 
be so or not, at least it is something to know your 
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State definitely, so that I can commend it to Him 
who can and will help. Never hesitate to write, if 
only a few words, and you may be sure, if it is possible, 
I will answer. It was a curious coincidence that 

I have just been reading an interesting article on 
physical pain by Dr. Anstie, in which the whole 
cause of your present state is given in a few words : 
* The brain which has been labouring beyond its 
strength, has really been consuming its tissue faster 
than nutrition can repair it, until at last it comes to 
have an imperfect energy, owing to want of material 
in itself and the result is, a condition of the nervous 
system which, as far as its outward symptoms go, 
clearly resembles the irritative stage of inflammatory 
disease, with pale, cold, shrunken skin and a ten- 
dency to shiver.' Now, dearest , in looking 

mournfully at your present state (and I know too 
well by experience how sad it seems to ourself) you 
have been making the mistake of supposing that th^ 
spirit is in fault, and also you have attributed too 
much to an apparently inadequate cause. The spirit 
has no more to do with it than if you had none. 

I I comes entirely from physical causes, and the secret 
is in the lines under-marked above. Had the ex- 
citement and fatigue you have been going through, 
come upon you by itself, you would have had 
some bad headaches and have got over it. But 
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your lifelong overworked brain had not recov- 
ered enough nutrition to enable you to bear any 
fresh strain, and has therefore collapsed for a time. 
Do not, I entreat you, struggle against it, as if 
you were in a bad state of mind. Do not attempt: 
to read the Bible — still less, to gather up any 
meaning out of the words, and as for prayer — -your 
whole stat$ is a prayer. Your * pitiful ' Father is noC 
so straitened in His understanding of your frame, as 
to need words from you to tell H im how wretched you 
are. In your state — I would just kneel down for 
one minute, or even less — not say a word — but the 
very act of kneeling brings a tenderness, and near- 
ness, and submission over the spirit, — ^a drawing 
nigh. I would do this several times a-day, merely 
saying, *'Lord, help me ;' or, * Lord, Thou seest and 
knowest;' or, * Lord, undertake for me;' or, * Lord, 
have mercy.' Not that these words are needed, 
but the act of using them, even if the mind is not in 
them, becomes a help. Do not attempt to remain 
kneeling — it is too exhausting a position for your 
brain and spine just now. But one moment does 
good — it puts the heart en rapport where it craves 
to be — and gives a tender fellowship to the feelings. 
You should creep out when the sun shines, as often 
in the day as you can, for a quarter of an hour at a 
time. 
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With regard to reading, I should recommend 
you to avoid all devotional books, or any that 
require an attention, either of feeling or intellect, 
which you cannot now give. By yielding yourself 
for a short time to reading of a light kind, and fore- 
going all other until you have a desire for it, you 
will be giving gentle * nutrition' to the impaired 
brain, and enabling it for greater exercises. Again^ 

and again, dearest -, let me entreat you to put 

away the wretched thought that you are in a bad or 
sinful state of mind. It is a sore trial to bear 
patiently the state now upon you (which comes 
sometimes by heavy sorrow as well as from illness). 
But it is one you can only remedy by patient sub- 
mission, using the means for gently restoring the 
impaired organ ; and as it gains strength, the other 
functions will begin to act, and you will be able to 
feel and think. Above all, don't force yourself to 
any act of thinking or feeling. You would only 
protract the state, and produce a worse reaction. 
Accept your present state from His gracious hands 
who permits it. * Even so. Father,' teach me to 
bear it, to endure it, and to wait Thy time to 
remove it. 

Then He is, dearest , watching over you, 

knowing just how it is with you, for * Himself took 
* our infirmities and bare our sicknesses ;' and you 
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are not left alone, though you cannot speak with 
Him. He is near, and the same always. 

Ever yours with tender sympathy and love. 



TO A WIDOWED FRIEND IN GERMANY. 

Dec. 6, i860. 

I have only abstained from expressing per- 
sonally to you the tender sympathy I have felt, 
because I could not bear to intrude on you whose 
every thought and moment could only be centred 
on one object. But now when all the outward 
ministrations are over, and we are permitted to give 
thanks that the warfare is accomplished, I cannot 
any longer refrain from saying myself what yet you 
must know, with what a double love and sympathy 
I think of and pray for each and all, but chiefly for 
you, dear Madame. There are no words for this 
sorrow ; it belongs only to Him to speak to the 
depths of the heart, who in His loVe and pity for us 
gave us the unutterable blessedness of an earthly 
union of soul, which should so represent His own 
oneness with us that, when the earthly type was 
withdrawn, we should know what He would be to 
us. May He thus speak to you, dear and honoured 
Madame. Great things He has given you to see 



«!»• 
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in His dealings with His dear servant To few 
has He ever entrusted greater gifts, and with them 
He gave also the power to use them for His glory 
in the fullest sense. And then, blessed be His 
name, because those gifts, and the manner of their 
use, were necessarily often so far beyond the reach 
of common minds and hearts, He at last opened 
out to his soul that wonderful revelation of Himself, 
who is oftenest hid from the wise and made known 
only to babes, and led him as a little child to the 
repose of His forgiving love, that all who hear of 
it may * honour the Son, even as they honour the 
Father,' and may be led to see that the loftiest 
mind, and the noblest gifts, find their full completion 
only in Him who says to the greatest as to the 
least, ' Come unto Me/ Heaven has, indeed, been 
opened before you all. God grant you all His 
grace, that the desolation and dreary emptiness of 
the earth may never tempt you to shut its gates, or 
rather to veil your eyes, so that you cannot see that 
they are still open, that there is no real separation. 
Sunday after Sunday we assert our belief in our 
Father, as * Maker of all things, visible and in- 
visible! To us mourners, whose best part is placed 
out of sight in the invisible, it is given to prove 
our belief Oh, sad and weary it is to be so slow 
to believe, so ready to put up with the visible, as 
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if that was our appointed portion. * Lord, increase 
our faith ;' open, Lord, our eyes, that we may with 
open face behold Thy glory, and be changed into 
the same image, even as those are changed who 
.have been so precious to us on earth. 

May I ask you, dear Madame, to convey to your 
-family the most affectionate expressions of sym- 
pathy. One who is herself aft orpJtan and a widow 
must, indeed, feel tenderly for each in. their several 
relations to the beloved departed one ; and in both 
relations none was ever more blest, and therefore I 
can sympathize the more. But in the midst of 
-mourning, there comes the question to each, heart 
.from the voice of Love, the old question asked on 
:the night of His own agony and passion, * Where 
/is the guest-chamber that I may eat the passover 
:;with my disciples ?' Oh, may each stricken heart, 
;each mourner, whether under new griefs or old 
ones, which have grown into the very being of life, 
;be enabled to say, * Abide with us, for it is toward 
^evening, and the day is far spent ;' and then will 
'..He be known to us in breaking of bread, and we 
.shall wonder that our eyes have been so holden 
;:that we could not see Him, and the glorious com- 
ipany of our beloved ones, who are ever with Him, 
/ Even, so, come, Lord Jesus !' 
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TO THE SAME. 

Jan, 3. 1 861. 

Your note shows me how keenly you will feel the 
opening of the new year, and I long to tell you how 
intensely I have felt this for you. I, as well as you, 
know the unutterable clinging one has to the section 
of time in which the beloved has been with us— ^ 
one feels it almost a part of him, and when the 
hour strikes which severs that year from us, it is as a 
knell in our inmost hearts. Time has, indeed, nothing 
to do with our grief, except indeed, after a while, to 
alter its relations to those without, and yet the 
power of times and seasons never lessens. To*- 
gether, at this season you have set out afresh on 
the path of life, reviewing the past, hoping for the 
future, and now the hour has come and gone, and 
the heart sinks at the very thought of what it must 
have been to you. But whilst full of this feeling 
for you, lately one thought has been borne strongly 
in on my mind, and I could only turn it into a 
prayer that you may realize it more and more 
comfortingly. It is that word, ' I called him alone 
and blessed him ; ' and though primarily used in 
another sense, for the father of the faithful, yet not 
less true is the principle included, that when the 
Lord calls us away from all that is dearest to us, 
it is that He may bless us more abundantly. Yes, 
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dear Madame, the chamber is empty in which all 
your love and anxieties have been centred so long, 
but another has been opened to you, and a loving 
voice with constraining tenderness is saying, * Come, 
my people, enter into my chamber till the calamity 
be overpast, for the Lord hath called thee^ as a wo- 
man forsaken and grieved in spirit' He does not 
expect or wish us to leave our sorrows outside, but 
to come in just as we are, grieved in spirit by His 
heavy judgments ; and when we are there, all sorely 
bruised and broken-hearted. He has this comforting 
word to meet us with — the embodiment of all that 
has been most precious to us on earth, * Thy Maker 
is thy Husband, the Lord of Hosts is His name. 
And who are His hosts ? Who are His attendants 
there ? We are come to the City of the living 
God, to the general assembly of the Church of the 
first born, to the spirits of just men made perfect, 
and to Jesus. Dear Madame, shall we grudge the 
loneliness, if it brings us into such company as this ? 
Shall we close the shutters of our soul, and say all 
is dark, when such a light is around us 1 
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TO A FRIEND. IN AUSTRALIA, WHO HAD BEEN TWICE 

BEREAVED OF HIS CHILDREN, 

February^ i86i, 

. . . My thoughts were crossing over the ocean 
to you, remembering the anniversary, and hoping 
that your darling s sweet cry of * Look ! look ! ' was 
lifting up your hearts, and making you, in spite of 
all sorrowful recollections, go to Bethlehem, and see 
the thing the Lord hath made known to you ; and find 
in the Babe lying in that manger the true consolation 
for the blank which there must ever be on earth to 
you. You would not grudge even your beloved 
boys to that Holy Babe, who called for them, and 
who, having Himself become partaker of our nature, 
has now made them partakers of His nature, and 
spared them the weariness of earth, and given them 
early to taste of the joys which are at His right 
hand. The tone of your letter, my dear friend, 
shows me that you have been enabled thus to show 
your love to your children, and to Him with whom 
they are ; and that while the blank on earth can 
never be. filled up, you have learnt that there is a 
nobler thing than to be ever mourning, as if the 
darlings were far away from you, or as if their 
present life in Christ was not a part of your life 
too, hid in Christ with them, where in ' the hidden, 
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Silent room' you may meet Him and them, and 
have your heart refreshed, and your hands strength- 
ened by the life and love in which they dwell. 1 
thank God for the grace He has given you in all 
the heavy chastisement of His hand, in various 
ways, that you are learning more and more of the 
blessedness of that repose, * Come unto Me, for I 
will ^w^you rest! 



TO THE SAME. 

Nov, 19, 186 1. 

. • . Most truly do I feel for your isolated posi- 
tion amongst your fellow clergy. . . Your proposed 
remedy of faithful hard work in your pastoral offices, 
, is indeed the right and true one ; for those are 
weapons, * not carnal, but mighty through God to 
the pulling down of strongholds.' And with all this, 
there is also the example of Him who endured the 
contradiction of sinners against Himself, and whose 
own pathetic words to His fellow- workers are, * It 
\s enough that the disciple be as his Lord,' the ser- 
vant as his master. What that as includes, we may 
learn from His own life, and if we are sincere in 
praying that that life may be manifested in us, we 
must not shrink when the proof is giv^n us. that He 
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has heard and answered the prayer. Courage then, 
dear friend, thank God that He thus counts you 
faithful, putting you into the ministry, which was 
ever thus served by Himself, and in which He will 
enable you to follow in His steps. But it is very 
hard to our human feelings thus to be despised and 
rejected by the very men to whom we would so 
gladly draw near, and claim their fellowship, and 
hope to be helpers of each other's highest aim and 
welfare ; and very difficult it is to resist the depres- 
sion, which is apt to come, in consequence, a sort of 
moral paralysis, benumbing the spirit and energies, 
and making our best efforts often seem useless. 
May God keep you from this temptation, and re- 
fresh your spirit with the assurance of His presence, 
which is life^ and of His gracious approval of your 
labours, which shall not be in vain in the Lord, 
however little acknowledged by men. 



TO THE SAME. 

January 30. 

.... The very hindrances you speak of are 
just God's way of showing you that even the kind 
of service you offer Him is to be His choice for you, 
and not your own ; and that, having given you the 
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blessed privilege of being an ambassador for Christ, 
you are to learn the ways of the people with whom 
you are to negotiate, and to learn to bear their 
burdens and carry their crosses, by being first taught 
yourself some of those very bitternesses and petty 
gallings and chafings of spirit which so many of 
them know. Yes, dear friend, it is the old story; 
obedience and submission can only be learnt in the 
Masters lesson-book, the same by which He con- 
descended to learn it, by the things we suffer. It 
is enough for the disciple that he be as His Lord, 
and for the servant to be as his Master. 

• • • • • 

It ought to be a subject of great thankfulness 
that the Lord takes notice of us for chastisement, 
as well as for more pleasant tokens, but the sense 
of the necessity is a very painful one. 



TO THE SAME. 

January^ 1862. 

. . . Though this year has walked on its course 
for seventeen days before I express it, I have not 
waited till this evening to wish you and yours the 
best blessings during its months. May we each 
draw nearer to Him who changes not, and who is 
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ever with us, inviting us to be with Him. The first 
month, with all its ever-present dreary associations 
of sorrow, would be indeed enough to make me 
tremble to turn over the first page, but for Him 
who holds the book in His right hand, and whilst 
He gradually breaks the seals and gives us sight 
and strength to read what is therein, enables us to 
hold on in that strength. May you each, dear 
friends, have that strength supplied abundantly for 
your every need ! 



TO THE SAME. 

September i8, 1862. 

... But though I thus write, my dear friend, 
knowing your affectionate anxiety to hear just now 
how it is with me, do not for a moment regret that 
I can give you no better report, but be truly sure 
that it is the very best that could be given, because 
it is the will of our gracious Father that thus it 
should be ; and no words that I could write, whether 
iin feebleness or in strength, can ever express what 
.His loving-kindness is and has been. This illness, 
the most serious \ ever had, as well as the longest 
(acute pleurisy),. has been a time I could ill have 
spared; and though, when after severe pain the 
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power of thought returns, and everything of the 
past comes before you, with a vividness of retro- 
spection only known at such times, it would be 
terrific, but for the equally strong sense of the utter 
helplessness with which one must cast one's self on 
the pardoning love of God, on the righteousness, 
which, thank Godf is not of lis, and cannot be 
touched by our unrighteousness, but which is yet 
for us. Yes, it is worth any suffering of mind or 
body when one is enabled in any way to take hold 
of this blessed revelation, when too weak to do any- 
thing else, just to look straight up to Him whose 
whole command is, * Look unto me, and be ye saved,' 
and then to be sure that that upward look of loving 
confidence is just His looking down in perfect love, 
and drawing up the eye of faith to Him. 

The Evening Lesson of yesterday (i Cor. ii.) 
struck me in a way it had never done before, espe- 
cially that verse, * But we have not received the 
spirit of the world, but the Spirit of God, that we 
might KNOW the things that are freely given us of 
God' Oh, my dear friend, what marvellous bless- 
ing do these words contain! Let us not remain 
outside of such a glory, here is our Teacher pro- 
vided, and what a storehouse ! into which we are 
invited to enter and partake abundantly. 
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Freely have ye received, O Minister of Christ, 
freely give, and help your people to know more 
and more of the abundant entrance which they have 
into the treasures of God, — the present kingdom, 
of which the future is but the consummation. 

• • • • • 

I thank God who put it into your heart to write 
your last letter, and who in the midst of my present 
inability sends me, from time to time, such messages 
of His forgiving love and encouraging pity; and 
who thus tells me by the mouth of His servants, 
that He still grants me time to be more faithful 
and to serve Him more lovingly. And oh, He 
is worth — a thousand times worth — all the love and 
trust we can give, or rather which His Spirit can 
give us to show Him. Our shortcomings are too 
often turned into the devil's handle to keep us from 
Him. If we could just accept them as the neces- 
sary conditions of our state here, and say, * Yes, 
Lord, I can do no else, but Thou, Thou canst do 
all. Just because I am weak and sinful, I cast my- 
self on Thy strength to work in and through me.' 
Oh ! how different would our lives have been ! Let 
us make the difference in God's name noWy and use 
the strength which is in Him, and by which He will 
enable us to overcome ; * as for me, I will patiently 
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abide alway, and will yet praise Thee more and 
more/ May He y«^/ this desire of our hearts by 
any means He sees most fitted to accomplish His 
loving desire of making us abide in Him! 



TO THE SAME. 

1863. 

I was in hopes that such degrading impostors 
as the spirit-rappers were passing away ; but, alas ! 

told me, lately, that they were more rife than 

ever, and obtaining hold even in very high quarters. 
He says he feels it to be a great reproof to the 
clergy, that there is some great want in the hearts 
of the people that they have failed to meet by their 
theology, and so they resort to these unhallowed 
means to supply it. To me it is unutterably revolt- 
ing — a materialism only less bad than transubstan- 
tiation (abstract), and that is saying the worst I can 
of it. To make the unseen world, and the beloved 
spirits in it, subject to the conditions of our poor 
limited existence here, is too horrible. Since our 
God, and their God, has set them free from its weary 
discipline, and made the terrible blank and sepa- 
ration from them a part of our discipline till we 
rejoin them, as well the enduring of the unknown, 
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the knowing only in part, which forms our heaviest 
darkness here ; how dare we presume to break 
the bounds which He has fixed round His holy 
mountain ? Marvellous is His forbearance — that 
does not stone, or thrust through with a dart such 
presumptuous trespassers. Oh, my dear friend, may 
we have faith and patience to wait His time for 
reuniting us to our beloved ones, and meantime go 
on with, firmer, more thankful steps, as we bless 
Him for granting them to us, for giving us indis- 
soluble bonds to them, which no power of death, 
can break, and which will, in His own good time^ 
be acknowledged, and eternally reunited^ 



TO THE SAME. 



March 9, 1863. 
The cry of your heart in your last letter, my dear 
friend, is one with which I have only too much 
sympathy. With all my intense love for and inter- 
est in parochial work, I always felt thankful in former 
days that my sex prevented my being a clergyman, 
because of the dread I should have had of mechani- 
cal vitality taking the place, ever and anon, of the 
real life-work of the Spirit, and forcing myself, to 
speak in, as it were, a false key, altogether higher 



TO THOSE IN SORROW. 97 

than the tone to which my own feelings were set. 
But now, in looking back on past work, and in look- 
ing on at the work of others, I see that all such 
thoughts and feelings come from the same evil root, 
to which I now clearly attribute every mistake, 
every failure in life ; and they belong to every pro- 
fession, every work distributed to the sons of men, 
quite as much as to the ministry of the Church in 
her outward ordinances. 

Sunday after Sunday, we repeat, * I believe in 
the Lord and Giver of Life ;' we come out of Church 
and complain that we have been cold and lifeless — 
and why ? Because we forget that the life, which 
can alone vitalize our acts and services, is no mere 
possession of ours, from which we can exhaust the 
supplies. We go on too much on the old stock, as 
it were, and forget that if the life is ^^V/ with Christ in 
God, it must be sought for there, where alone it is 
secure, and where we shall have it more abundantly in 
proportion as we seek it. 

Let me pray you not to yield to the temptation 
of questioning your former motives in taking holy 
orders. It is the devil's bait to make your min- 
istry profitless, both to your own soul and that of 
others. All such temptations should be repelled at 
once, by saying, * Lord, I am Thy minister, now. 
Help me to fulfil my trust. Unprofitable I have been, 

H 
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and such I must ever be. It is time for Thee, 
Lord, to work, and then it will be well done.' 

The more one looks at what has been done for 
good upon the earth, in spite of all the evil that 
remains, the more one sees that those who are per- 
mitted to effect it, do it in the way that David con- 
quered Goliath — the feeblest, often the most faulty 
instruments doing it in the strength of the Lord. 
But, then, it is no mere talk about strength, it is an 
absolute reliance on the strength as a living reality, 
a thing that will and must work, will assert itself all 
the more through our weakness. In David's Psalms 
how full is this reliance, with an intensity of 
human weakness that makes the strength the more 
remarkable ! Read the third Psalm, — what a mar- 
vellous utterance of faith and trust in the midst of 
the most harrowing circumstances, all the more 
terrible, because the fruit of his own sin ! He goes 
up the hill an outcast from his throne and his house ; 
down comes a shower of dust and stones from the 
rock above him. What does he say to the insult ? — 
* ThoU; O Lordy art a shield unto me! A mes- 
senger brings him tidings of the dishonour done to 
his household by his own son : * Thou, O Lord, art 
my glory.' He covers his head, his feet were bare, 
and he goes along weeping. But what ! in the midst 
of all, can his heart say, who has the Lord of Hosts 



TO THOSE IN SORROW. 99 

for his Friend and Deliverer ? * Thou, O Lord, art 
the lifter up of my head.' 

Ah, yes ! it is not in prosperous days, when all 
goes fair, when you are visibly making an impres- 
sion, when * souls are given you for your hire,' when 
your heart seems alive, that I would say, * Take 
courage, dear brother, for God is with you, of a 
truth.' No, I would say rather, His true life is 
proved by those searchings of heart, those miserable 
deadenings of spirit, which compel you to recognise 
that the life must be in Him, and not in you, that 
your work can be nothing but routine work, unless 
He quickens, and renews your spirit for each sepa- 
rate act, that whilst you are lying before Him weary 
and stony. He says, * Wherefore liest thou on thy 
face ? Up ! for certainly I will be with thee/ Oh, 
how your fatherly heart goes out to those darling 
babes, Jessie and Gertrude, in their childish weak- 
ness, and its sweet trustfulness, when the little hand 
clasps your finger to guide it safely along, not ask- 
ing itself why it should be weak and unable to cross 
the floor safely without papa's help, but just feeling 
his finger enough to make all safe and easy for 
them. Let your own darlings be your teachers, 
dear friend. It is part of your blessings as a father 
to learn through it something of the blessed relation 
between yourself and your Father; between your 
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own needs and your relative needs as a pastor, and 
His great supplies — ready for your use as your own 
are for your children's, but quite ineffectual for any 
good purpose — unless used in the right way, by 
feeling our needs, and asking for them. 



TO A FRIEND ON THE DEATH OF A BROTHER IN INDIA. 

Sept 9, 1 86 1. 

Your touching letter expressed exactly what 
I had been feeling for you — the impossibility of 
your having a quiet hour in which to face your 
sorrow for long enough to become really acquainted 
with it. Too well I know what that misery is — the 
sense of ever struggling after something which 
eludes your grasp, which you dread to know, and 
yet feel as if your very heart must be rent in twain, 
unless you could catch it. And then comes the 
still more dreadful feeling that you are letting that 
go by which God sent you to take hold of, and find 
a blessing wrapt up in it. Oh, dear — — , it is a 
sore, a bitter experience ; but be assured that when 
the path of duty is as clearly marked out as yours 
is. and the interruptions are all in the way of that 
duty, your compassionate Friend and Saviour will 
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secure the blessing for you which you cannot catch 
hold of yourself. Only, dear, let me urge you not 
to spend a moment in thinking about how much 
you are occupied, how much prevented from what 
you would long to sit down quietly and think 
about. 

The instant you are in your room, if but to 
wash your hands before dinner, say, * Thou knowest 
all, O my Father; open mine eyes for this one 
moment, that I may see Thee. I am oppressed ; 
undertake for me. I have no time for quiet read- 
ing or prayer ; but Thou arty and art my Father^ 
and in that is all I need.' 

Some such act of instantly committing yourself 
to Him in the minute, or half minute, in which you 
can shut your door about you, will often bring a 
sweet influence of peace and trust — a refreshing 
from the presence of the Lord, far beyond anything 
you could feel from a long effort at prayer, with 
thoughts distracted by the hurrying to and fro of 
necessary employments in your brain. 

Your Saviour holds the blessing for you. It is 
safer with Him than it would be with you, for none 
can pluck it from His hand, and He will impart 
it to you by little and little in the way I have 
spoken of, for never would He suffer you to lose 
by that which He has appointed as your daily work. 
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Do not attempt to look at your loss as sorrow. 
You cannot do it as you are now, nor is it meant 
from you. A blank which must be felt in the 
family circle — a blank in the monthly mail — but 
seeing that in no other respect it alters and affects 
your daily life, and that life is so crowded by occu- 
pations, that to sit down with such thoughts is an 
impossibility for you, it seems to me by that very 
circumstance God marks out for you the way you 
should receive the grief; I mean that you should 
not seek your dead brother among the dead, but 
among the living. Let the few quiet moments you 
ever have be spent in looking, silently, it may be ; 
coldly, it may be ; with withered heart, it may be, and 
dried-up spirit ; but still looking unto yesuSy and then 
you will find the brother, whose place on earth is 
empty ; then your poor, weary heart will be softened. 

If your eyelids are too tired to enable you to 
look up, at least you can stand under the cross, and 
let those holy drops fall down upon you with their 
soothing, healing power. 

Again and again I would say to you, dear, from 
bitter experience of such times as you are passing 
through, Don't think of your impossibilities, of your 
yearnings for something different, something better. 
He who is best of all is near you — better than time 
to think about Him ; better than quiet, or rest, or 
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anything; for all are in Him. So just look to Him 
as a little child would look up at a loving father, 
and smile trustfully at the sight of him, even if it 
could not speak; and depend upon it there will 
be no lack of blessing to you, but your soul will be 
as a watered garden, even though you see no spring 
from which the water can come. 



TO THE SAME. 

October 31, 1861. 

I have no faith in your work remedy, dear. 
Work that 'lulls sensation' from its continuity, may 
indeed be useful for a madman ; but his is not a 
normal state ; his is not a state reflecting the image 
of the God of life and order ^ but one in which all is 
confusion and dismay. The one pattern, the express 
image of God, which we are to follow, how different 
from that ! Growth, progressive maturity, the branch 
putting forth its tender buds, then its leaves ; after 
them the flowers, and so out of the whole comes 
the fruit which is for the healing of the nations. 

Worky unless done for God, as appointed by 
Him, can only harden the spirit and encrust the 
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soul ; but done in His name, and because He has 
given It, — the most distasteful — becomes a means of 
grace, an opportunity of following Him, who 
'pleased not Himself;' and walking in His foot- 
steps, we see a light shining on the path which 
seemed all dark. 

But even the work of Christ would not have 
been perfect without the pauses which He took, 
the breath -takings of His soul in that weary ascent 
to glory of the three years of public life. And 
no less in this are we called to follow Him, than 
in the active labour. 

Don't, dear child, fear to follow your Saviour 
in this ; don't shrink from your weak and sad heart — 
at meeting it face to face. — He will go with you 
into the secret chamber ; He knows its windinofs 
better than you do. Trust Him with the keys of 
all its closets, and ask Him to turn out whatever 
He would rather not see there, and He will make a 
blessed companionship for you, if you have but five 
minutes to spend with Him. 

I pray for you, dear, that you may know more 
and more of this holy fellowship in your new year, 
and then the sadness of your own feelings, the 
yearnings after higher, and apparently unattainable 
good, the dissatisfaction, the weariness of heart, will 
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be soothed by His love, and with subdued calm of 
heart you will say, — 

* Teach me, Lord, Thine own lessons, 
In Thine own way^ 
From day to day.' 

Even so. Amen. 



TO THE SAME. 

April 26, 1862. 

I can see that you too, in common perhaps with 
all (certainly with those who have natures like yours 
and mine), have the inner recesses of the soul peopled 
with memories, with sufferings, with treasures, which 
are known only to Him who searcheth the heart, 
and who knows * all the thoughts that come into the 
mind, every one of them.' And oh, what a rest 
there is in this perfect secrecy — perfect knowledge, 
into which no human eyes, however dear, can in- 
trude ! Oh, cure of all our woes, Thou knowest. 

But if, from time to time, He enters there, and 
teaches us by the various instruments of torture, and 
of harmony, laid up in the cells of that inner chamber, 
we must be ready to go forth with Him, stronger 
for our appointed task, by reason of that sustaining 
sympathy shown us there. We ought not to venture 
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there without Him ; with Him we are safe, and come 
out stronger, without Him we are bewildered, made 
miserable, and wretchedly weakened. 

Do not yield, dearest , to the temptation of 

g^ing there too often ; but never venture there with- 
out asking Him to go with you, and stay with you 
whilst you remain there, and then you will come out 
healthy and strong, the remembrance of past sin will 
not weaken you for further conflict, the remembrance 
of past joys or past sorrows will not unnerve you for 
facing life as it is, and as it must be under the con- 
ditions in which we are placed here. In this way, 
using the past will help the present, and prepare you 
for the future, and however dreary, and monotonous, 
and unsatisfying the path of circumstances in which 
we are placed, we shall thus have the desire of our 
hearts, and enter into His rest, even now — ' Choose 
Thou the way, but still lead on/ 

Alas, my dear, no amount of ' masking,' as you 
call it, or having an undercurrent existence, is new 
or strange to me, and too well I know the dreariness, 
the utter withering of heart, which comes when 
something brings it strongly in face of you ; when 
the curtain is withdrawn for a time, and you see it 
as it is. But the bitterness of this death is taken 
from us in proportion as we can realize that our life 
is hid with Christ in God, and that being so, there 
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can be nothing else for us than to partake in the 
conditions which belong to His life here. We do 
not enough dwell upon those conditions, the loneli- 
ness, the weariness from the sin around, ^^ pettiness 
of earthly life, and what they must have been to 
Him. To tis^ there is the terrible addition of our 
sin, but this very fact makes it impossible to enter to 
the full into the rest. For Him, and for us, the 
earthly life must have the same conditions each in 
our measure; and as we would not voluntarily 
accept them, they are sent to us without our choice, 
just as we need them, and as they will best con- 
tribute to make us what He would have us, and fit 
us for the after- work He has prepared for us. 
Therefore be of good cheer; the weariness, the heart- 
sinking, the fainting, are all His gracious instruments 
to fit you for what you are ever praying to be, ' par- 
taker of His holiness.* 



TO THE SAME. 

October ^1, 1862. 

Heaven is open to the great multitude by the 
key of His holy life and death, who taught us by 
His own example that the poor in spirit, the 
mourners, the meek, the hungerers after righteous- 
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ness, the pure in heart, are those who see God, and 
shall live with Him. 

May we each learn His lessons, in His own 
way, and then life, with all its sorrows and hin- 
drances, will be a sacred thing for which to be thank- 
ful, and we shall pass through it, seeing Him who is 
invisible, and gradually be conformed to His image. 

* He is not a God of the dead, but of the living! 
Yes, we must not call them dead^ they live in Him, 
and we live in Him ; and they live in us also, because 
He lives in us ; and all their hallowed influences live 
in us, as precious seed which is growing up, and will 
in time bring forth fruit unto Eternal Life. 



TO THE SAME. 

Christmas Eve, 1862. 

The two words which are written above contain 
the record of so much, that I need hardly add how 
earnestly I desire for you the blessings of which 
they speak. 

The eve of that most wonderful mom in which 
is revealed to us the entire participation of our 
nature which makes perfect sympathy with us 
possible to our Lord, and which is also the evidence 
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of the love which makes that sympathy not only 
possiblCy but an actual, real necessity of His being. 
May the light of that sweet star so shine in 

your heart, dear , that the shadows of past 

recollections and present oppressions may flee away, 
and the day of hope arise brightly ! Hope not in 
circumstances or outward change, but the hope in 
Him, which maketh not ashamed, because there is 
no change with Him, no reason for fluctuations, but 
that rest of continuance, of which we poor fitful 
creatures know so little, except when we realize in 
any measure what it is to abide in Him^ and to 
have Him abide in us. May the ' Child Jesus ' 
tarry with you, and then your heart will be full of 
blessing. 



TO THE SAME. 

1863. 

To-morrow (Trinity Sunday) we are permitted 
to see a * door opened in heaven,' just when the 
greatest, deepest mystery might make us shut our 
eyes, dazzled by the greatness of the light, and we 
are called, * Come up hither.' Oh, may the * voices' 
which proceed out from the Throne (many of which 
are so dear to us) speak to us of Him, who was, 
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and IS, and is to come ; in whom there is com- 
prehended the past, present, and future; and in 
whom all those out of our sight are one with us. 

God the Father, God the Son, and God the 
Holy Ghost, bless you, dear! 



WRITTEN ON THE SEVENTEENTH ANNIVERSARY OF HER 

WEDDING-DAY. 

November 12, 186 1, 

My DEAR Friend, 

Your note of kind inquiry should have been 
answered sooner, but that I have had as much 
writing in the last few days as I could well manage, 
not having my full measure of strength. 

And so it has come to pass that I am now 
writing to you on the sacred day to which,* in one 
sense, I owe your regard — the day which gave me, 
not that great heart of love, for that had been 
given me before, but that gave me that beautiful 
home, to which you were welcomed so cordially, 
and where you delighted to be. Strange it seems to 
stand out alone upon a bare crag, and look over 
the past seventeen years ; on the one hand, ten 
years of blessedness and glory : seven years of — 
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what ought I to say ? — faithful, compassionate mercy 
on the part of Him who has bereaved me of earthly 
glory, but, who holds in store, in H is own safe 
keeping, the glory, that is to be revealed ; and that 
hope, that glory ought to form the prospect on the 
other hand, and so to fill one s heart and eyes, 
that the drear)' emptiness of the foreground ought 
to be lost in the fixed gaze upon the Yonder. The 
doctrine of all special human relationships being 
done away with, in that Yonder, is perfectly horrible 
to me ; not so much from the sense of personal loss, 
though that is terrible enough, but from the dis- 
honour it seems to me to do to the character of 
God. Poor fragments of love — imperfect tastings 
of the heavenly gift, as all our best and tenderest 
affections must be here, it is not possible that there 
should not be some gathering up — some completion 
of what has been so imperfect here. 

And each year as I read the marriage service 
over — now, indeed alone, on this blessed day which 
united us, and renew the vows made seventeen 
years ago, and believe myself to be as much a 
WIFE as ever, though earthly conventionalism would 
call me a widow — does it seem to me more 'and 
more impossible that our Lord has not in store for 
us a perfect completion of the mystery of marriage ; 
a fruition of that which now we have only by 
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faith — not indeed a marrying and giving in mar- 
riage, for that was done on earth ; but the everlast- 
ing Light glorifying the shadows given us here, and 
making them a Whole answering to the ' Express 
Image,' to Whose likeness we shall be conformed. 

But the day, and subject, have carried me far 
beyond my intentions. 



TO THE SAME FRIEND. 



My DEAR Friend, 
Pray for me that I may have faith to apprehend 
that for which I am apprehended of Christ Jesus — 
to walk as if the invisible were the close reality, and 
not this poor outside of things which mocks our 
sight, and dims it for the perception of what lies 
beyond it. Oh ! why should the poor untutored 
Africans (of whom Livingstone tells us) live in the 
practical belief of the nearness of their Barima, and 
we, who know a Lord of Heaven and earth, in whom 
the family in both are all one, should yet have our 
hearts overclouded by the sense of distance and 
separation from those beloved ones who are passed 
out of our earthly sight, and have left us so very 
bare and poor ? Lord, increase our faith ! This is 
my cry — ' Open our eyes, Lord, to see that more are 
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With US, than all that be against us.' Surely there 
must be some of those chariots on the mountains 
empty, into which we might mount and drive up- 
wards; but the step up into them is very high, and 
the horses champ at being kept so long waiting by 
our slowness, and fly off without us ! My dear 
friend, let our prayers help one another into them, 
and then we may mount also. 

Let me congratulate you on your Eastern studies, 
of which I once tasted the delights. I read a por- 
tion of the Gospels in Syriac, wishing to get the 
nearest possible to Hebrew in the New Testa- 
ment, as it was my greatest delight to read the Old 
Testament daily in the original. But from the 
pressure of other duties it was laid aside. My good 
grammar and lexicon are now all that remain to bear 
witness to those happy hours, and the heavy tides 
of sorrow which have swept over me of late have 
effaced the memory of much, and even of the 
Hebrew, with which I was once happily so familiar. 
I remember I found it a help in both languages to 
write the Hebrew equivalent against the Syriac 
roots in my lexicon, especially as being a Latin one 
(for want of an English one) my imperfect remem- 
brance of the Latin of early years made me need 
the help of the language I knew best, which then 
was Hebrew. ..... 
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TO THE SAME. 

My DEAR Friend, 

Your welcome letter has followed me to this 
beloved home, and where more suitably could I 
receive its touching, affectionate words of remem- 
brance towards what is falsely called the past^ and 
of sympathy towards its representatives in the pre- 
sent ? 

Here, the affectionate greetings of the poor, and 
the pouring forth anew of their wants, and sorrows, 
and troubles, with the confidence of finding sympathy 
and help, are daily witnesses of the old ties and 
relation to them, fresh as ever ; whilst the scenes of 
beauty all around — scenes which you, dear friend, 
have enjoyed and shared — the old leafless monu- 
mental trees, and the rich foliage of later days with 
its warm autumnal glow — the old ruins — the wild 
ground — the distant objects of interest — the beloved 
old church, with all that is near and around it, sur- 
mounting the whole — speak to me in voices which 
do not begin or end in earth. 

In the earliest morning by the side ot my narrow 
earthly home — in the mid-day walks to the cottages 
far and near — in the repose of the still evenings, I 
would ever desire to hear the Lord God walking 
among the trees of the garden, only I would not 



TO THOSE IN SORROW^ 115 

shun Him. For in the garden is a sepulchre, and 
how could It be borne to walk near it, but that the 
Lord liimself had Iain there, and the Heavenly voice 
says, * Come, see the place where the Lord lay.' And 
a yet more blessed word says, * Because I live, ye 
shall live also.' * Whether we live we live unto the 
Lord, and whether we die we die unto the Lord, 
whether we live, therefore, or die, we are the Lord's.* 
Oh ! my friend, your own affectionate heart will 
teach you something of what it must be to be here, 
without him who was its life and glory; and you 
will not fail to pray for me that the blessed truths 
of life and peace may be so manifested to me here 
that the life of Jesus may carry me above what else 
would hold me down to death and loss ; and that, 
instead of the earthly sound, * He cometh not, He 
Cometh not,' which rings in everything here, there 
may be the Heavenly music of, * Behold the Bride- 
groom cometh, go ye out to meet Him !' Even so, 
come, Lord Jesus ! 



TO AN AFFLICTED FRIEND. 



April 10 J 1862. 

' Ye have need of patience,' is the word which I 
have felt lately with painful and reproving power, 
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and I would ask that, when you are led to turn your 
kind thoughts for me into the helpful act of prayer, 
you would seek for this grace from the 'God of 
patience,' who alone can give either it, or hope ; a 
grace almost more difficult than the other, when one 
has to walk heavily along the even level of life with 
the stone upon the mouth of the wells along the 
road, and you seem never to happen to pass them at 
the * time of the watering of the flocks. ' Dull, and 
dust-worn, and heavy-footed, one is apt to travel on, 
chafed by the contradictions of life, by the pettiness of 
its details, by the impossibility of righting what will 
go wrong, or making others see straight, forgetting 
that their perverseness, as well as all else that comes, 
is a part of the discipline — of the disciple-ing, and 
that it is enough that the disciple be as his Master. 
Then comes the gentle word of reproof, * Ye have 
need of patience.' Truth, Lord, and Thou alone who 
knowest how great the need is, canst supply it. Oh, 
give it now ! 



TO THE SAME. 

October 7, 1862. 

May that remedy be indeed yours, the peace of 
Christ which passeth understanding, which does not 
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wait for the weak, lagging mind to comprehend it, 
but passes by in gracious haste to enter the soul 
which is needing it, and to calm and hush its unrest. 
One moment we feel it, and all is still, and we can 
face all, endure all, and be thankful. The next, it 
seems gone, and we are tempest-tossed again. But, 
oh, blessed word, * My peace I give unto you.' It 
changes not, though we are ever changing. He 
liveth ever the same, only waiting for our need, 
in order tp prove His all-sufficiency. 

Your own state of health, I know, does not dis- 
turb you. The clearness of retrospection which 
often comes with severe illness, points out so much 
cause for all the chastening sent to us, that, however 
suffering in body or mind our lot may have been, 
one only feeling can prevail — of full justification of 
all the ways of God towards us, and of wonder at 
the forbearing love which has borne with us through 
all, and crowns His gracious dealings with such a 
sense of His forgiving love that the deep convic- 
tion of sin can only enhance its preciousness, so that 
we may indeed with confidence cry with the afflicted 
Psalmist, * Deal with me, O Lord, according to Thy 
mercy' and * a good measure pressed down, running 
over,' will His dealing bestow upon us. 
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TO THE SAME. 

February 24, 1862. 

. . . And thus we are led on day by day ; and 
It is quite impossible to conjecture the time when 
any sufficient change for the better will allow 
us to move. 

The comfort is to leave it for Him to decide 
who knows what is best for each of us, and loves us 
with too truly a parental love, not to be able to 
sacrifice an immediate apparent good for a higher 
end and a more lasting good, which could not be 
obtained, but by these means. Oh, how clearly we 
see things ! how nicely we would order them if left 
in our hands ! How strange that this evil can be 
permitted — this trouble not be averted ! One word, 
one look, would do it ; and it is not done. And so 
we pass on questioning, trusting to our own hearts, 
doubting the wisdom which is walking silently by 
our sides, until sometimes we are startled by coming 
to the end of the matter of which we had seen but 
the beginning, and oh, what we have escaped ! 
which must have come if ours had been the way 
chosen for us. We see the end of the Lord, that 
He is very pitiful, and that His love and wisdom 
have been the unseen supports by which we have 
been carried through the dangerous and critical 
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path, and that in no other would they have been at 
hand to sustain us ; and then we are a little meek 
and humbled at our own folly, until the next time 
that a provocation comes, and then the forbearance 
of the Lord has again to be exercised towards us. 

My dear friend, you know these wrestlings of 
the spirit, between the true will which loves to 
surrender itself, and the self-will which would main- 
tain its independence ; but I think, by the grace of 
God and by the leading of His Spirit, you have 
been disciplined into a calmer trust, a more abiding 
rest upon Him, and are thus tasting the blessedness 
of His chastening discipline. If so, then you are 
the more called to bear on your heart before Him 
those who yearn inexpressibly after a fuller entrance 
into that still Presence in which earthly sorrows are 
hushed; but who find any little experience of it, 
from time to time, too quickly and too sadly dis- 
persed by the presence of the seen and temporal. 



TO THE SAME FRIEND, ON THE DEATH OF HER 

HUSBAND. 

December g^ \2>6 2. 

Long as you have dreaded this hour, certain as 
you have been of its approach, you are- now feeling 
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as if you were quite unprepared for it, as if it had 
come only too suddenly. And so would it have 
been if your Beloved one had been continued with 
you for weeks longer — ^we are never prepared to part 
But, dear friend, He who has called His servant 
home to Himself, has prepared for you all that you 
need in this hour of woe. He has been beforehand 
in laying up for you just the help you require, and 
He will supply it to you now, hour by hour, as the 
first bewildering sense of loss becomes more definite 
realization of what is gone, and how the whole life is 
in one sense gone too, and blank desolation seems 
all that is left. But though the outward presence of 
the Beloved is gone from us, the hidden life which 
bound us together remains ; and since, * whether we 
live or die, we are the Lord's,' and we have our 
Saviour's gracious promise, * Because I live, ye shall 
live also,' we have no need to live a separate life 
from those out of sight In Him we are still one. 
For them He has heard our anxious, loving desires, 
and has y«//-filled them all, by taking them to Him- 
self, freeing them from sin, and imperfection, and 
suffering, and giving them that completion and 
satisfaction in His presence for which they longed 
when they were here. We cannot grudge them 
their blessedness there^ when here we would have 
died to procure them good. Rather, we will thank 
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Him for doing so far better for them than by our 
poor love ; and will beseech Him to hold our lonely 
goings so near to Himself, that we, too, even in 
our desolation, may thank Him for His supporting 
tenderness, and feel sure that we are not alone, * for 
the Father is with us.' 



TO THE SAME. 

May 20, 1863. 

I can indeed, but too well, feel for you in the 
great effort of making ^ first move. It seems like 
tearing you away from a Presence which is every- 
where about you in the old home, every comer of 
which has been filled with it, since the actual life 
of the Beloved passed out of your sight. But, thank 
God ! in your case it remains, and you will return to 
it ; and, in the meantime, the absence from it for a 
season will bring you into a nearer fellowship with 
Him who is not tied by place or circumstance, and 
whom, not having seen, we love, because He first 
loved us. 
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TO THE SAME, ON RETURNING TO HER HOME. 

August 21, 1863. 

I only hope the return home> involving so much 
as It does to your tender, loving spirit, may not be 
too much for you, and undo the good gained. 
Although such a return presses in the sense of loss 
and blank, yet there is also a sweet rest in the feel- 
ing of being again in the midst of cherished and 
hallowed associations, and where everything is en- 
twined with the threads of past life, which are wound 
round your own heart also. It gives a sense of unity 
to the life, very soothing and precious, and a blessed 
witness for the unseen communion which binds us 
to those who are out of sight. They and we may 
unite in saying, * Lord, Thou hast been our dwelling- 
place in all generations.' 



TO THE SAME. 

January 13, 1862. 

The * unrefreshing nights,' oh, my dear friend, 
how much is contained in those words ! It is not 
the wakefulness, or the pain, but the expectancy, the 
dire sense of something that has happened, something 
comings which has altered the whole of life to you, 
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and yet which you hardly know. And then the 
blank on waking, the being compelled to meet the 
usual course of life in the morning. The darkness 
is a sort of protection, you ar6 alone with God then, 
and with your sorrow, and you feel safe and hidden. 
But I need not describe such details of feeling, 
which indeed cannot be told, for they change every 
hour, and what is intolerable at one time, becomes 
almost comforting at another. Rather would I tell 
you how, yesterday morning, as I lay thinking of 
you, I read the story of Hagar in the wilderness; 
the help for you and for all mourners seemed so sure 

'4 

in those words, *And God heard the voice of the lad.' 
* I have heard the voice of the lad,' not thy voice 
(though that is of course also implied), but the un- 
uttered voice, i^e.y just his need, not a word is 
recorded that passed those poor parched lips under 
the bush, but the need became the voice which 
reached the ears of the Lord and brought the supply. 
And if this was the case with the boy who was to 
become a universal antagonist, shall not His ears be 
open to the cry, whether expressed in words, or 
only in needs, of those whom He calls His friends 
and His chosen. His beloved, because one witK His 
beloved Son ? 

Yes, dear mourning friend, He knows each one 
of those inexplicable feelings, those unutterable 
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yearnings of heart, those lingerings of spirit which 
we can speak of to no human friend, which we can 
hardly understand or explain to ourselves. * I know 
all the thoughts which come into your mind, every 
one of them, saith the Lord.' 

* He knows all, yet loves us 

Better than He knows.' 

And therefore we are safe with Him, sure of His 
love, and may well accept His blessed invitation of 
sure repose, * Come unto me, and I will give you rest/ 
Those precious memories of which you speak are 
indeed special gifts from the ' God of all consolation/ 
who often speaks to us far more directly by such 
means of His own gracious providing, than by what 
are called spiritual teachings, from which good people 
outside of our sorrow expect us to receive so much. 
We need not fear to confess to our Father how 
empty all ordinary sources of comfort are, and just 
take those He gives us, through those blessed re- 
membrances which are His gifts, and which bear 
His own messages to us. He is the best Teacher 
and sure Comforter, the unfailing support of our 
aching, weary spirits. Blessed are all they that trust 
in Him ! 

To His trustworthy love I commend you, dear 
friend. 
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TO THE SAME. 

March 29, 1862. 

It does not appear to me to be necessary in great 
sorrow that we should be conscious of any Divine 
support, and I have often lamented over the deep 
discouragement caused in the heart of mourners by 
the requirements of Christian friends, calling upon 
them to give testimony to this, or, as the phrase is, 
* to glorify God in the fires,' by declarations of His 
felt support. There are, of course, occasions when 
this can be felt very remarkably, and the presence 
of the Comforter is, as it were, visible to our souls ; 
and when it is so, we may well give thanks, and feel 
all things light. But my own -experience (and ob- 
servation of others also) would lead me to say to 
everyone who was under the sorrow which alters 
the whole aspect of life, the bereavement which takes 
not only the dearest part of you away, but yourself 
away with it— Do not expect to realize any conscious 
support, anything to speak of to others, but be 
content that the tempest-tossed ark of your soul is 
borne by the waves which have threatened destruc- 
tion, and that you know not how, but that you are 
rising upwards through the upheaving power given 
to them. Thank God ! it is not what we feel, but 
what He isy that can avail us at such times, and 
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Since He abideth faithful, we may rest in His arms, 
feeling sure they are strong enough to support even 
our weakness ; and that, though we can only cry out 
of the depths of sorely stricken hearts, yet that He 
hears every sigh and groan, and will deliver us, not 
from our sorrows, but in them. 

Shall I confess to you, dear friend, that in the 
midst of the last page my hand was arrested by the 
thought of the presumption of my writing thus to 
you, who have been so long taught of God, and 
enabled to teach others ? But God knows the crush- 
ing of spirit with which I write, and the deep sense 
that no one has so little profited by His just dis- 
cipline, or needs so much to learn the very A, B, C 
of Divine love and teaching. So pray bear me on 
your heart as you ask for light, and for tenderness 
of spirit. Your present state of weakness, and fresh 
sorrow, is a prayer without words, for it contains in 
itself a piteous asking for help and strength to en- 
dure, which He will surely look upon with helpful 
love and strength. 

May He thus be ever near you, and enable you 
to rest in Him ! 
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TO THE SAME. 

June IS, 1863. 

The influence of this trying weather has caused 
unusual sinking and physical depression, but, thank 
God, His mercy and loving-kindness does not 
wait for our power of realizing it, but is rather 
manifested through our weakness and dulness. If 
St Paul, to whom vigorous service and overwhelming 
care was committed, and who therefore needed, as 
would seem to us, a more than commonly intense 
appreciation of Divine truth, could find himself rather 
compelled to ^ glory in his infirmities,' so that the 
power of Christ might then visibly work in him, 
surely we may make bold to offer our poor infirmities 
of body and spirit to Him, telling Him freely that 
we can do nothing, and He must do all. When the 
enemy rises to reproach us with indolence and short- 
coming we may look up and say, * Thou wilt answer 
for me, O Lord my God.' Yes, He knows our 
downsitting as well as our uprising, and He will not 
fail us, or let us sink. To His love and sympathy I 
would commend you, dear friend, and ask Him to be 
your very present help in your desolation of heart. 
And in that holy fellowship you will find again all 
that is dearest to you safe in Him. 
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TO A FRIEND ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF A 

NEAR RELATIVE. 

January i8, 1863. 

Your year has indeed closed- with an unlooked- 
for sadness, for your mind has so long been held down 
to one point of anxious and sorrowful vision, that 
any other form of bereavement had not entered its 
thought. And now, at the close of the year, the 
aged parents are still with you, whilst he who at 
one time seemed the likeliest to live has been taken. 
Truly the thoughts and ways of our God are unlike 
our thoughts and ways, and little do we know what 
the purposes are which He is surely working out, 
not only by the sorrows we endure, but by the help 
and presence of those whom He takes from our 
midst, away from all sorrow, and its awful parent. 

Sin. Dark as the future looks to you, dearest , 

under the shadow of the heavy cloud now over you, 
yet since He is Light — you may confidently step 
into the new year, just at hand, saying, * The Lord 
is my Light and my Salvation, whom shall I fear? 
the Lord is the strength of my life, of whom then 
shall I be afraid V Yes, there is the secret of all 
hope and well-doing, when one is casting sadly 
about, in the midst of painful thoughts and many 
disappointments respecting the growth of the inner 
life in times past — * The strength of my life'— It is 
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just the want of holding fast by that, of living in it, 
that makes life such a dead, empty thing, — always 
hoping to be better, and bitterly disappointed, be- 
cause we forget what He is, and think only of what 
we are. 

May you, dearest , learn this year (and, oh 

pray for me that I may do so too) to honour Him more 
in this way, to draw near to Him, so as to learn 
more how trustworthy He is, and then leave your 
cares, your sorrows, yea, even your sins, in His 
keeping; sure that He will help you to bear the 
burden, will sustain you under the sorrows, and, best 
of all, will not only forgive, but will cleanse you from 
your sins. Give my love to your dear Twin, and 
tell her that I can wish for her no greater blessing, 
during the new year you will both enter to-morrow, 
than I ask for you and myself. May we each be 
enabled to realize it more faithfully, more lovingly, 
towards our gracious Father, who will withhold no 
good thing from us ! When the time comes for the 
development, we shall see the wisdom and love 
with which our faithful Lord has arranged all for 
her about whom you are so anxious. Meanwhile, 
may the same faithful Lord lead you, dear Twins, 
lovingly on, in the several paths which He has 
appointed you — serving Him daily * in the matter of 
the day* and enabling you to know the sweet repose 

K 
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of that word, * Blessed are all they that trust in Him.' 

The Lord be at your right hand, dearest, your ready 

helper ! 

Ever your very loving friend. 



TO THE SAME. 

1863. 

I will not give up the hope of seeing you, and 
meantime will meet your Christmas morning with 
loving wishes of the blessings intended for us in 
this dear season. Oh, that we may have strength 
given us to unclose the shutters of our hearts, so 
that the dear bright Star may shine in with its Hea- 
venly light, and cheer our souls ! Sins — recollec- 
tions of past joys and sorrows, as well as daily 
incrustations from outward things — form those 
shutters ; but your scientific lore will remind me 
of the permeating nature of light, and that even 
through the chinks it will peer in, and make us so 
in love with its beauty that we must open further. 
Oh, pray for me, dear friend, that this may indeed 
be the case, for greatly do I long for it, and need 
it. . . . Have we not need, dear, in all these 
sorrows, of our Divine and human Son, by whom 
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the Father speaks to us, and whose perfect know- 
ledge of our humanity, its sorrows and its cares, 
does give us reason for trusting in Him, and sub- 
mitting to His perfect will ! 



TO A FRIEND ON THE DEATH OF HIS MOTHER. 

A^rll 2isty 1863. 
My DEAR FRIEND, 

The Times has just told me that the long- 
dreaded hour of your sorrow has come, and deeply 
as I must feel for you at all times, on no day in the 
year could the tidings have come to me more ap- 
propriately, or have awakened a more tender sym- 
pathy with you ; for it was at this very day and 
hour that we were called to give our blessed Mother 
into better keeping and love than ours could be, 
however tender and fond ; and though nine years 
have passed since that day, the wound is as fresh, 
the blank as great, as ever. 

As yet, you can probably realize very little of 
what this rending asunder of the dearest ties of 
your heart must involve, and all previous prepara- 
tion fails to find us ready against the shock. To 
you, who have spent the greater part of your life 
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in the most loving ministrations to your honoured 
Mother, it must come with a desolation which no 
earthly comfort can ever reach. 

The thought of all you have been permitted to 
be to her will bring a sweet consolation to your 
spirit at times, but it will not sustain it under its 
desolation. Nothing can do that, but His love, who, 
in the tender tie which bound you and your dear 
Mother so closely together, gave you an ever-present 
emblem of His own love and pity, and who has 
taken her to Himself, not to separate you from each 
other, but to draw your heart up, whither she is 
gone, so that you may still live together with Him. 
When my own angelic Mother was taken to her rest, 
this thought of the together life in Christ, was given 
to me as the greatest comfort in the words, * None 
of us liveth to himself, and none of us dieth to him- 
self ; whether we live or die therefore, we are the 
Lord's, for to this end Christ both died and rose 
again, that He might be Lord both of the living and 
the dead.' 

In Him, therefore, we are restored to ou. 
precious treasures who are with Him, and it is only 
the veil of our earthly being that hinders our seeing 
how near they are, or rather how near we may be 
to them. 

We have been lately at the cross, dear friend. 
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* It IS enough for the disciple that he be as his 
Master; for the servant that he be as his Lord/ 
But we have been also at the open grave, from 
which the stone was rolled away, and we heard the 
angelic bidding, * Come, see the place where the 
Lord lay.' * Why seek ike living among the dead?' 
Oh, may the * power of the Resurrection ' be so 
strong upon us, sustaining the spirit, which else 
would sink under the heavy sorrows and bereave- 
ments of this poor life, that we may thank God 
and take courage ; thank Him for His great love in 
the deliverance given to those dearest to us ; and 
take courage, that He will be with us in all the 
dreariness and emptiness of life without them, and 
will enable us to learn His gracious teachings, so 
that we may be prepared for the everlasting re- 
union, of which our love and union here has been the 

sure earnest. 

With the deepest sympathy, 

Yours affectionately. 



TO THE SAME. 

April 2*], 1863. 

My dear Friend, 
How very kind of you to rouse yourself in order 
to give me the great pleasure and comfort of hear- 
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ing from you, which I had not dared to hope for so 
soon, and yet yearned to know how you were bear- 
ing up under a sorrow which brings • so peculiar a 
desolation to your life. 

My thoughts have turned to you constantly each 
day, and earnestly have I desired that the peace 
which transcends the circumstances of this poor life 
might indeed be given you in your hour of deep 
need. Your letter shows me that you have not 
been left alone in your desolation, and I pray that 
as the sense of it grows upon you more aiid more, 
as one objectless day passes after another, and all 
seems so miserably empty and so unutterably 
dreary, that you may also be enabled to realize more 
fully the meaning of those blessed words with which 
our Church seeks to comfort us at that last terrible 
moment when we are compelled to leave the earthly 
part so dear to us — *The fellowship of the Holy 
Ghost,' and that coupled with 'the love of God, 
and the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ/ The love 
that has cherished us from infancy is gone out of 
our sight — the love that we in our ^ turn have 
cherished so fondly has ceased to bless our out- 
ward lives ; but the love which gave them to us, 
and us to them, remains ever the same, uniting 
us still together, watching over and blessing our 
lives, desolate though they are. In that Fellowship 
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of the Holy Ghost there is the fellow-feeling, the 
companionship, the perfect understanding of, and 
compassion for, the fitful, sorrow-stricken spirit 
which can settle to nothing — which at one moment 
sinks in hopeless despair, and at the next starts up 
to catch at what we cannot believe is really gone. 

My dear friend, these, and a thousand other 
experiences of grief, you will probably know but too 
well. . . . Oh, may the Holy Comforter be ever 
near to you, revealing to you His blessed friendship, 
showing you that you and your beloved Mother are 
still one in Him, and that, by taking her first, He 
has answered your prayers for her highest happiness, 
and given you the great blessing of ministering to 
her to the last 

The Lord direct your way, and comfort your 
heart ! Believe me, my dear friend. 

Ever yours affectionately. 



TO THE SAME. 

May 5, 1863. 

My dear Friend, 
The letter you so kindly wrote me the day before 
I left Town, was so great a comfort to me that I 
have longed each day to thank you for it. But the 
great fatigue of the long journey here has compelled 
me to postpone even the little exertion of writing 
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until I could feel somewhat rested. But each day 
I have dwelt with thankfulness upon the sweet 
picture you have given me of those last weeks, and 
rejoiced that in your case the ' Door which was 
opened in heaven/ was held open, so that you could 
enter peacefully with your treasure, and, as it were, 
see her take her place there, in the mansion prepared 
for her. My dear friend, let no sense of desolation 
or utter dreariness of spirit tempt you to think that 
door has been shut. You will not find her here^ for 
she is with Him who was not to be found in the 
grave even by His most faithful, loving seekers. 
But there you may still be with her, because with 
Him. He who gave you to each other, and has 
enabled you to stand to her, as far as was possible, 
in the double relationship of Son and Husband, would 
not have you separated from each other; but, in 
giving her the highest blessing, gives you also a 
portion in it, and bids you in heart and mind thither 
ascend and live nearer to Him in the life she now 
lives. The thought of the painful necessities now 
before you, is very sad to me. As long as you could 
hold your grief before God in stillness and quiet, I 

knew you would find peace ; but the going to , the 

meeting old scenes and old faces, the whole of life 
changed to you, and the cold world hurrying on in 
its usual way, with no time to pause on sorrow — with 
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but short memory for it — all this, and many, many 
Other things which you must meet — must brave — 
bring a desolation to the spirit such as no words can 
describe. Generally speaking, at such times the 
words of man are vain indeed, books are intolerably 
irksome, everything seems to fall short of the great 
need within, and the only cry of the heart is, * O 
Lord, I am oppressed ; undertake for me ! ' 

It was at such a time that, many years ago (soon 
after I had left my blessed home), a friend sent me 
a copy of Brother Lawrence's letters, telling me of 
the great comfort they had given to her and many 
others, ' The Practice of the Presence of God.' This 
was the deepest desire of my heart. It alone could 
fill the empty, dreary life before me. The little 
book fulfilled its mission to me, and has since given 
such great comfort to the many mourners to whom 
I have sent it, that I have ventured to send you a 
copy. Perhaps you will turn from it, as I did, at 
first, but after a time you may look at it, and if it 
brings you nearer to the Presence which is ever 
about you, it will be a help and comfort. 

Wait on the Lord, dear friend, and He shall 
strengthen your heart. Watiy I say, on the Lord ; 
may He be, indeed, ever near you, supporting and 
comforting. 

Ever yours very affectionately. 
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TO THE SAME- 

May 12, 1863. 

My dear Friend, 
I cannot forego the pleasure of thanking you 
for your last letter, which was a peculiar comfort 
to me. I could not doubt that you would be carried 
through the sore pangs which must attend your first 
return to London ; but it was, indeed, a joy to me 
to hear how truly and largely that strength and 
peace had been given you, which is laid up in the 
storehouse of our Father s love, ready to be given 
out to us as we need it. And even though you 
may not always, or often, be conscious of receiving 
so much help, yet the fact of having had it, in 
hours of sorest need, is an encouragement that it 
is surely at hand for us, and that it is we who fail 
to realize it, and not He who fails to provide it. 
Ah, yes ! I can, indeed, but too well enter into 
the feelings with which you will part with the old 
house and all its cherished associations. As I read 
your words, I could not help giving thanks that 
your beloved Mother had not been parted from you 
there, for that, added to all that already belongs to 
the house, would have made it more terrible to you 
to give it up. I felt thankful also that you had 
her expressed wish, because that will help you more 
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than anything, and any doubt as to her wishes 
respecting it would have been so painful to you. 

The real happiness that it brings to the spirit, 
when we can carry out the wishes of the beloved 
ones who are out of our sight, is itself such an 
eyidence of the continued life and union with them 
that it seems as if they could not be far off. Perhaps 
you have already felt it, but I cannot describe the 
sense of actual joy which came to my crushed and 
stricken spirit the first time I heard the fifth com- 
mandment read in church after my angelic Mother 
had gone from us. 

Never before had I so heartily joined in the 
prayer ' to keep that law,' and felt that in doing so 
the precious gift of her life and love would still be 
continued to us, and that every act of obedience to 
her known wishes, or of following out the law of 
love which actuated her whole life, would be a 
recognition of her actual presence among us, as well 
as a thank-offering to Him who had entrusted to 
us such an example, and enriched us with such a 
love. 

On Sunday last, when I knew you were at , 

my thoughts were indeed with you ; and in asking 
for help and comfort for you in that solemn hour, 
I could not but desire that the realization of her 
present life with you might be given you in the 
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way I have spoken of, or some other way, as well 
as the blessed hope of future reunion. The going 

a/one to was the best outward help you could 

have, and though inexpressibly sad, would also be 
soothing and comforting afterwards. 

May every best comfort be with you, my dear 
friend ! Ever yours very affectionately in truest 
sympathy. 



TO THE SAME. 



May 22, 1863. 



My dear Friend, 

As you hoped to return to C to-day, I have 

waited to answer your most kind and welcome 
letters, knowing how much you were occupied in 
London, and that it would be kinder not to give 
you even the reading of a letter in addition. After 
the sore work you have been going through, it will 
be a calming rest indeed to return to the quiet of 
that churchyard, now so dear to you. Too well I 
know what the sense of being ' astoniecC means — 
of going through the most heartrending processes, 
as if one had no heart at all, as if all within you was 
turned to stone. And then, all of a sudden, some 
merest trifle turns up — perhaps in a mass of papers 
you are destroying, or in some out-of-the-way 
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corner into which you had not looked for years — 
which will awaken a burst of such overpowering 
recollections that one is taught by it that, if it 
were not for the merciful paralysis of feeling at 
other times, we should be utterly unable to go 
through the necessary duties which fall to our lot 
when we have to act for those who are passed 
from us. 

During the two months previous to my leaving 
my home, every day was necessarily filled with such 
duties, which no one else could perform. Every 
day was spent in dismantling that house, and in 
arranging papers, &c. 

And for the most part it was done as you 
describe ; but every day at dusk, when I was sure 
of meeting no one in the fields and park-shrubbery, 
I gave myself the only relief possible to me — I 
went to the Churchyard and knelt under that yew- 
tree, and invariably returned calmed and soothed, 
and able to go through another of those terrible 
days. 

Nothing could be a greater mistake than to 
suppose (as some of my friends perhaps naturally 
did) that such an act was an indulgence of grief. 
Ah, no ! the house was indeed a dreary sepulchre, 
but the Churchyard was the garden of the Lord, in 
which the orecious seed had been sown which was 
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to Spring up in God's good time to Everlasting Life. 
The grave was the emblem of the one in which our 
Lord had lain when He overcame death, and 
opened to us the gate of that life. It was in that 
Garden, by that grave, that He spoke the words of 
love and life to the weeping women. And never 
since then has He ceased to speak to weeping 
mourners in the same gracious way, if only they are 
seeking for Him^ and ready to trust their beloved 
ones thankfully, willingly, in His hands, only beg- 
ging of Him to sustain them in the dreary, lonely 
passage of life, in which without Him it would be 
impossible to walk. 

Therefore, my dear friend, I rejoiced for you 
when you told me you were to return to the sacred 
spot, where I feel sure your torn spirit will be 
calmed and soothed, even though to others it may 
seem only to add to your sorrow. One heart can 
be no judge for another, and in some cases the very 
sight of the grave would be almost maddening ; but 
that belongs to passionate grief, which exhausts itself 
in violent emotion — not to the deep, still under- 
current of a great sorrow, which can rarely give 
outward tokens of its presence, but which has 
altered the whole course of life, and is always there. 

Would that I knew as much as you suppose of 
that most enviable realization of the near presence of 
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the departed which some persons enjoy ! For the 
most part I must accept your expressions respecting 
it as those which best express my own. 

So closely intertwined was my heart and life 
with that of my precious Mother, that to be se- 
parated from her was simply an impossibility. 
Although out of sight, we must be one. Eagerly I 
read every passage in the Bible bearing upon the 
union of the two states of being, and, often as I had 
read them before, I would have gladly compelled 
them to say more definitely what they did say. 
But I was compelled to see that no satisfaction is 
given to such cravings ; that it is ever the life in 
Christ which is set forth to us — they in Him and 
we in Him, *both one in Christ' — and that in the 
same way as we are permitted and enabled to 
show His presence with us by our life and conver- 
sation, so are we permitted to enjoy the presence of 
our beloved ones by carrying out their known 
wishes, and acting as if they were still in sight, and 
bidding us follow their commands. 

The season (Whitsuntide) just at hand is a glo- 
rious witness to us of the near presence of the spi- 
ritual world, and of the way in which, by the power of 
the Spirit, we are united to it. May the Holy Spirit 
— the Comforter, the Uniter — fill your heart at this 
time with His gracious teaching and consolation, and 
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then will indeed be fulfilled to you that tenderest 
of promises, * As one whom his mother comforteth, 
so will I comfort you, saith the Lord.' 

Believe me, my dear friend, 

Ever yours very affectionately. 



TO THE SAME. 

June 6, 1863. 

I grieve to think how much that is bitter is still 
before you, but I am sure you will be sustained, and 
you will at times perhaps feel that such sorrowful 
work is even a help to your spirit ; for while it forces 
upon you the reality of the cause, it thereby forces 
upon you the necessity of casting yourself upon His 
help who will not fail you, but will teach you out of 
this great sorrow just those things which you most 
needed to learn. May He indeed be with you and 
bless you, my dear friend ! 

Ever yours very affectionately. 



TO THE SAME. 

July 22, 1863. 

. . . In the sad occupation which fills your days you 
will find a consolation which will bring peace to your 
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spirit even when torn by the keen sense of loss 
which ever and anon comes over us with an almost 
insupportable force, and we are glad to get away 
from the immediate torture. * Better to lie still. — 
Let Him strike home, and bless the rod.' And then, 
when the transient agony has passed by, the still 
small voice is ready to speak, * Peace I give unto 
you. In the world ye shall have tribulation, but in 
Me is your Peace!' 



TO THE SAME. 

Sept 7, 1863. 

.... I well know that no outward remedies can 
be of sufficient avail just now, and that the main hope 
of cure must be in the gradual pervading of your 
whole spirit by the Peace which comes through 
perfect resignation to the Will of God, and a calm 
acceptance of the altered life before you, in His 
strength who has called you to follow Him in the 
' King's Highway of the Holy Cross.' But there 
is a good deal merely physical, which can be relieved 
by outward remedies, and which comes from the 
long tension and habit of anxiety ; and this, I trust 
in time, you may find relieved. And it will help 
towards this, that you can have the delightful assur- 
ance that, in seeking the remedies, you are doing 

1* 
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just what your beloved Mother would most wish 
that you should do, and that no change of country 
or distance from the home in which you have lived 
together can separate you from each other ; but that 
she is with you now after a manner that never could 
be before — one in Him who is ever with you. 

A true blessing, my dear friend, will this great 
sorrow be, which has been sent to you, it has been 
so already, and will be so in greater measure, for 
you have no wish to escape from it, or to do other- 
wise than ever to feel its presence. 

The blank in life can never be filled, but gradu- 
ally the relations of your grief and loss,. to outward 
life, become necessarily changed, and it becomes a 
part of yourself, with which others have little to do 
— the under-current of your life — not hindering a 
rightful participation in the outward life around you, 
but hallowing all with the sense of a Presence not 
of earth, but yet most real, and influencing your 
actions with the highest motives. 

I know you are in His hands Who has led you 
all the way hitherto, has opened to you treasures of 
love through the tenderest of relationships, as wit- 
nesses of His own abiding love; and now that the 
precious channel through which they came to you is 
closed. He Himself will open your eyes to see 
greater things than these, and will show you the 
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direct communication there is between the seen and 
the unseen, because the angels of God ascend and 
descend upon the Son of Man. 

May God bless you, my dear friend, with these 
heavenly joys. 

Ever most affectionately yours. 



WRITTEN IN GREAT WEAKNESS DURING THE LAST 

TWO MONTHS OF HER LIFE, TO A BELOVED INVALID 

FRIEND. 

1863. 

One word came to me now and then with great 
comfort, that our dear Lord went out intx) the wilder- 
ness all alone, apparently doing nothing towards the 
great ends of His ministry on earth, — for forty days 
waiting, preparing only for yet greater trials, — went 
in the strength of the blessed words, * This is my 
beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.' His own 
heart giving the response, ' Lo, I come to do Thy 
will, O God !' I could not grasp it, only saw a faint 
light glimmering where He stood, and crept under 
one of the bushes to look at Him, and to feel 
ashamed of my own shrink ings from any experience 
of life — which had come, or might come, and at the 
fond yearning for some tenderness — the lingerings of 
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heart after the aboundings of Ipve, so richly given 
in other days. But oh ! thanks — thanks, be to God, 
they are not subject to the miserable limitations which 
surround us. They see Hinty not in the wilderness, 
but in the glory which He had with His Father before 
the world was. 



TO THE SAME. 

Dec, 31, 1863. 

A new meaning has been given to me to that 

word, ' He giveth life and breathy and all things — ' 
now that I have to ask for breath to get through 
every movement, and to pause again and again till 
it comes. 



TO THE SAME. 

Jan. 22, 1864. 

Such abounding mercies and comforts on every 
side ! I want my heart swelled out bigger, to be 
able to give thanks 

Only a word of tender love, beloved friend, only 
this, — ' Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all that is 
within me bless His holy name.' . . . 

Romans, xv. 13, ' Now the God of hope fill you 
with all joy and peace in believing, that ye may 
abound in hope through the power of the Holy 
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Ghost.' I wisl^you would take under your special 
thought and meditation — it is an inexpressible stay 
to me, by day and night — for it is all we need, and 
all done for us. And that Power — oh ! what a con- 
trast to our feebleness and incapacity, even for 
thought. Oh ! how wonderfully gracious have been 
all the ways of the Lord towards us — Blessed be 
His holy name ! . . . 



TO THE SAME. 

Jan, 29, 1864. 

I pray much to be kept from the * terror by night,' 
and turn at once and ask the Holy Spirit to take of 
the things of Christy and show them to me. Oh, 
how many things I long to say to you, which pass by 
for want of strength — the wonderful adaptation one 
feels in the words of Sacred Scripture. Now, when \ 
can only use the faintest whisper, and everyone has 
to stoop close to me to hear, that word comes to me 
so vividly, * The Lord inclined His ear unto me and 
heard me,' as if the faintest whisper was not unheeded 
by Him, blessed be His name 

He knows our frame and remembers that we are 
but dust, and will not blow it away. Thank God, 
my nights, though wakeful, are very still, and I can 
feel, * When I am awake, I am still with Thee.' 
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TO THE SAME. 

Feb, 6, 1864. 

I can do little more than give you a fond kiss, 
and ask that you may have a blessed Sabbath to- 
morrow, in nearness of soul to our gracious, loving 
Father. Oh ! His mercies ! — one's heart seems tied 
up, and as if it must burst to let out the sense of 
them I can hardly bear the word sufferings, as 
applied to mine, when I think of what I have 
seen in the cottages — lingering consumption in close 
rooms, swarming with children, and discomfort, and 
noise ; and then see this *calm decay,' and the blessed 
stillness permitted to me ! There must be times of 
much bodily distress, but then the help is always at 
hand — the Fathers wonderful love, as manifested 
fully in our blessed Saviour's life ; and then when 
the struggle for breath abates, I know it is just as 
it used to be, when He was always ready to heal 
the sick. Think, dearest, of what that rest is, in- 
stead of having to struggle mentally as well as 
bodily — and can I do anything but praise and bless 
Him, and ask Him to prepare me for whatever He 
sees best should come, and to give me increasing 
thankfulness, and patience, and hope, and rest in 
Him.> 
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TO THE SAME. 

Feb. 8, 1864. 

. . . Yes, it is a subject of daily frequent prayer. 
Oh, the blessing of being permitted that way — and 
that it should be the appointed way of asking and 
receiving blessings. I never felt its value, as I 
do now, when I can neither speak nor write. The 
Lord hears your prayers for me, and sends me the 
stillness which I so long to hold in Him. 



TO THE SAME. 

Feb, IS, 1864. 

I had some sharp experience of breathless strug- 
gles last night, which have left me a poor panting 
creature to-day; but when *need is nigh, aid is nigh,' 
and I only pray for more patience and stillness. The 
Lord bless and sustain you, beloved friend ! Please 
always ask for me to have ever-increasing stillness 
of spirit and body, so that I may not yield to rest- 
lessness as the suffering gradually increases. 

. . . . * Lord, be Thou my Helper —xh^ word 
is the same as in Genesis for the help-meet pro- 
vided for Adam, because * it was not good for hint 
to be alone! So David, in his misery and need, could 
not be alone, but must have the help which his 
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God had provided for him in His own blessed com- 
panionship. . . . . 

. . . Thus it is ever — life springs out of death — 
would that we could better realize that life is the 
reality — death the shadow cast by time, but to be 
dispersed by the sight of Him in whom is no dark- 
ness at all. 



V, 



THOUGHTS ON RESIGNATION. 



* Thy will, not mine, be done.' 

Resignation is the giving up of ourselves to 
God, i,e., having no will of our own. The soul of 
sin is wilfulness. The resignation of Christ was 
surrender of will to God. 

His Cross is the mystery of a will crucified, and 
is our healing and example. Conformity to Christ is 
crucifixion with Him to do and to suffer. 

True resignation chooses both the end and the 
way God ordains, and that not as being the most 
eligible, but as being God's choice. 

Resignation is a giving up our own will from a 
consideration Who it is that commands or smites. 

// is our Maker^ Kmgy and Ruler. It is our 
Father. Will He not do it lovingly ? It is our 
Saviour y will He not do it graciously } 

The desire of my eyes is fading away from 
before me, how shall I bear it ? — whither turn for 
consolation ? It is God's will to take him, as He 
gave. Am I not willing that he should be blessed. 
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and I afflicted ? Cannot God fill all my heart ? 
Is it not unbelief that so fails to realize the unseen 
world as to make us need things seen to fill our 
affections ? Is not God at work on me for my 
perfection — purging out and pouring in? And 
cannot Divine love satisfy all my soul, so that I 
can need no more ? Will he not be more blessed 
in departing than in staying? — shall not I, in giv- 
ing him up, than in keeping ? Does not God 
desire our blessedness ? Does He not know best 
how to ensure it ? Is- He not aiming at it ? 

* Let me never choose 
Or to live or die — 

Bind or bniise, 
In Thy hands I lie. 
For my blinded choice 
Like myself would be : 

I rejoice 
Thou wilt choose for me.' 

Give me grace, O Lord, to be resigned and to 
consent to Thy dealings with me. 



THE END. 
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